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The Printers to the Reader. - .' 


He dedication of this work having been 

of made by the Authour to the Divine Ma- 

jeftie onely,how ſhould we now preſume 

W to intereſt any mortall man in the patro- 

= nage of it? Much lefſe chink we it meet 

ts f:ck the recommendation of the Muſes , for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
a diviner breath then flows from Helicon. The world 
therefoze ſhall receive it in that naked ſimplicitie, with 
which he left jr,vithour any addition either of _ 
er ornament, more then is included in ir ſelf, We leave 


it free and unforeſtalled to every mans —_— and 


to the benefit that he ſhall finde by alt. Onely for 
the ing of ſome paſſages, we RING 
unkit to the common Reader priie to fome feyy 
particularities of the condition and diſpoſition of the 
on; 
Being nobly born, and as eminently endued with 
gifts of the munde, and having by induſtric and ha 
ducation perfeRed them to at height of ms 
ROY cin 
ambridge , and his Orator-ſhip in the Univerkcic, 
bog her with that knowle —_— ings Court / 
d raken of him, could ——_— ors. 
Linari irting both his deſerrs and all the opportn- >? 
ET for world! fermetit , he berook i 
um If to the Sanfuarie and Fe le of God, chaos, © 
ang rather to ſerve at Gods Altar, then to feek the hos * 
Lo $0 bd gi "-* nour * 


— -— —— 


'nour of Stare , As for thoſe inward enf! 
—_— — vey ond] 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witnefle © 
they detra&t not from the freedome , bur adde to th 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enable 
tim, ſo he accounted him meet nor onely tobe callec 
bur to be compelled to this ſervice: Wherein his faith 
full diſcharge was ſuch, as may make him juſtly a com 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a parrern or 
for the age he lived in. 

To teſtifie his independencic upon all others , 
ro quacken his diligence in this kinde, he uſed inhis or 
dinarie ſpeech, when he made mention of the bleſſe p 
name of our Lutd and Saviour Jeſus Chrift, to addg | 
My Maſter. ( V 

Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hath * 

nificd above all chines, that is, his Word: fo as 

hath been heard to make ſolemne proteſtation, that | 
n__ not part with one le:f thereof for the who! 

wot, if it were offered hum in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church an 
the difcipline thereof was Gngularly remarkable 
Though he aboundel in private deyotions, yet we 

morning and evening with his famike tot 

Church;and by his example, cxhortations, and encou 

ragements dreyy the greater part of his pariſhioners | 
2ccompanie him dayly in the publick celebration « 

Divine Service, 

As for worldly matters, his love and eſteem to ther 


+ was fo little, as no man can more ambitiouſly ſec 


then he did earneſtly endeavour the reſignation of 

Keclefiaſticall digninie, which he was poſleflour of. B 

God permitted not.the accompliſhment of this de 

hving ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying « 

the Church belonging thereunto , that had layen ru: 

nated almoſt tyyenty yeares, T he reparation ——_ 
Y 


on ——— my 
i having been uneffeQually aerempred lick col- 
mm Agar in the end by his eng boy ms few 


4 others private free-will-ofterings ſuccesfully effeRed, 
With the remembrance whereot, 2s of an cſpeciall 


Fooud work, when a friend yent about ro comfort him 
Jon hisdeath-bed, he made anſwer , It is a good work, 


iehfif ir be ſprinkled with the bloud of Chriſt: otherwile 


Mthen in thus reſpett he could finfe nothing to glorie or 


zoficomfort humſelt with, neither tþ this, nor in any other - | 


thing. 

And theſe are but a few of ny that might be ſaid, 
which we have choſen to pregſſe as a glance to ſome 
parts of the enſuing book, a1F for an example to the 
Readcr. We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
which he uſed ro conclude all things that mighs ſcem 
torcend any way to his oven honour; 


Leſſe then the leaſt of Gods mercies, 


, 


6 gainr 
Tours their gyes bither, who ſball make 


T heirs, who ſhe# burt themſchyes or me, refrain. 


 =_ =”. 
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The Cuchab 


Perirrhanteriuns, 
mary Hou, whole ſrecet youth and early hopes in 
& < hance 

> Ty x rate and price , and mark thee for 2 


——.. wiw may chance 

F yme thee to good, and make a it of pleaſure. 
A verſe may finde him, who a ſermon flies, 
And turn delight into a ſacrifices 


geware of luſt: ir doth pollute and foul 
Vhom God in Baptiſme waſks with his own blouds 
he hoy lefſon written in thy ſoulz 

cannot be undcrſtocd, 


for thoſe upon a Bible look, 
Mack leſle anabGolnted luſt is allrheir book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. Thy bounreous Lord 
Allows thee choiſc of paths: take no by-wayesz 
But gladly welcome what he doth afford; 
Not grudging, that thy Juſt hath bounds and ſtaies, 
Continence hath lus joy: h both; and io 
If rotennefl> have more, let Heaven go. 


If God had laid all common, certainly 

Man would have bcen th'incloſer: = A 

God hath impal'd us, cn the contrary 

Man breaks the fence, and every ground yrill ploughs 
O what were man, might he himſelimi 

Sure to be crolle he oo fcetand 


I 
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Drzoknor the third » Which thou canſt noc tare 


When once it is within thee; bur before 
Maylt rule it, as thou liſt: and poute the ſhame, 


Which irwould on thec,upon the floore, 


It is moſt juſt ro throvy that on the ground, 


Which would throyy me there, if I keep the ound 


He that is drunken, may his mother kill 

Bagge with his ſiſter ; he hath loſt the reins, 

Is outlawd by himſelf : all kiade of ill 

Did with his liquour ſlide into his veins. 
T he drunkard fortets Man,and doth deveſt 
All worldly right,Cave what he hath by Beaſt. 


Shall I, topleaſe anothers wine-{ minde, 
Loſe all mine own? Ged hath Rs a meaſure 
Shorr of his canne, and bodie: maſt 1 finde 
A pain in that, wherein he findes a pleaſure ? 

Stay at the third glaſſe: if thou lote thy hold , 


Then thou art modeſt, and the wine grows bold. 


It reaſon move not Gallaots, quit the room, 
(All in a ſhipwrack ſhift their (everall way ) 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe : 
Be not a beaſt in courtehie ; but ſtzy, 

Stay at the thur4 cup, or forgo the place. 


Wane aboxe all things doth Gods ſtamp deface: 


Yer, if thou finne in wine or wantonnefle, 
Boaſt nor thereaf; nor make thy ſhame thy glorie, 
Frailtie gers pardon by ſubmiſhiveneflc; 
Bu he that boaſts, ſhuts thar our of his ſtorie, 
He makes flu warre with God, and doth defic 
With his poore clod of earth the ſpacious skae, 


Taks 
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When thou doſt tell anochers jeſt, therein 
Omit the oathes, which true yit cannot need: 
Pick out of rales the mixth, bur nor the ſinne. 
He his apple, that will.cleanly feed. 
not ayray the verrue of thatname, (ame; 
Which is thy beſt ſtake , when gricts make thee 


The cheapeſt ſinnes moſt deerly puniſhe are; 
Becauſe to ſhun them alſo is (o cheap: x 
For we have wit to mark them, and to ſpare, 

O crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap. 

If thou wilt dic, the gates of hell arc broad: 
Pride and full fianes haye made the way 2 road, 


Lie notz bur let thy heart be true to Gad, 
Thy mouth to it, thy aQions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies,and thoſe that fear th: rod; 
The ſtormie working ſoul ſpits lies and froth, 
Dare to be truc, Nothing can need a ly: 


A fault,yyhich needs it moſt,grows wo thereby. 


Flie idlenefſe, which yer thou c:nit not flie 

By drefſing, miſtrefling, and « owplement. 

It thoſe take up thy day, the ſunne willexie 

Againſt thee :for his light was onely lene, (thers 
God gave thy ſoul brave wings; put not thoſe fea- 
Into a bed ,to ſleep our all ill wearhsrs, 


A: Art 


Art thou a Magiſtrate? then be ſevere: 
If ſtudious, copie fair, har tire hath blurn'd; 
Redeem truth his jawes: if ſouldicr, 
*=- Chaſe brave employments with a naked ſword 
Throughout the yworld. Fool nor: for all may have, 
If they dare try, a glorious life, or grave. 


- ard fill dy breſt with glorie: 
imo thy toric: 
Not thar thiey all are ſo; bur thr: che moſt 
Arc gone to grafle; and in rhe paſture lolt. 


This lofſeſprings chiefly from our education. 
Some till theirground,but let weeds choke their ſonnc: 
Some mark a partridge, neyer their childes faſhion. 
Some ſhup them over, and thething is done. 

Studie rhis art, make it thy great defigne; 

And it Gods image move thee nor, let thine, 


Some grear eſtares provide, Ent do not breed 
A maſt ring minde; {o both are loſt hereby: 
Orels they bre:d them tender, make them need 
All that they leave : this is flat povertic. 
For he thar needs five thouſand pound to live, 
Is full as poore as he charneeds but five. 


The way to make thy ſonne rich, is to fill 
His mine wich reſt, bcfore his truak with riches: 
For wealth withour contentment, cl:mbcs a hull 
To feel thoſe tempeſts, which fly over durches, 
Bur if thy ſonne can make ten pound his meaſure, 
 Th-a all thou addeſt may be call'd his trraſbre. £ 
| When 


The Chur o_ ,, 


hen wanton p leaſures becken us to thrall. 
Who breaks tus 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelf. 


Do all things like a man, not ſneakingly: 
Think the king ſees thee ſtill; for his King does. 
Simpring is but a lay-h he: 
Give it a corner, and the clue undoes, 

Who fears to doill, ſers himſelf to rask: 


Who fears to do well, ſure ſhould wear a mak, 


Look to thy mouth ; diſcaſes enter there. 

Thou haſt wo ſconles,;f thy ſtomack call; 

Carve, or diſcourſe ; do not a famine fear. 

Who carves,is kind 1 to rreo; who talks,to all. 
Look on meat, think it dirt,then eat a - 
And fay withall, Earth ro earth I commur 


Slight thoſe who ſay amidſt their fickly healtbs, 
Thou hv'| by rulc. Whae doch noe (o, but man? 
Houſes are but rule, 2nd common-wealths. 
Entice the truſty unne, if that you can, 

From hus Echptick line : becken the kie. 


Who lyes by rule then, kreps good companie, = 


W np ne gael cponkinilf, i lack, 


—_ how of a _ 
isa 
Nay asf ny 


Lodger en ear kad 7 key, 


k 3 


own bond,forfeirerth = 


i 
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By all means uſe ſometimes to be lone. 
Salure thy ſelf : ſee whar thy ſoul doth wear, 
Dare to look in thy cheſt; for'ris thine own : 
And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there. 
' Who cannot reſttill he good fellows finde, 
He breaks up houſe, rurns out of doores tus munde; 


Be thrifry, but not covetous: therefore give 
TT hy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due, 
Never was ſcraper brave man. Ge: to live ; 
"Then hve,and uſe ir: els, it is not true 
That thou haſt gotten, Surely uſe alone. 
MLuzes money not a contemptible ſtone. 


Never exceed thy income. Youth _ make 
Er'nwith the yeare: bur age, if it will tur, - 
Shoots a bow ſhort, and leflens ſtill his ſtake, 
A: the day lefiens, and his life with ir. 
Thy children, kindred, frrends upon thee call; 
Before thy journey fairly part with all. 


Yer in thy thriving ſtill miſdoubr ſome evil; 
Leſt gaining gun on thee, and make thec dimme 
+ Toall things cls.Wealth is the conurers devil, 
> Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him, 
Gold thuu mayſt ſafely rouch; bur if it ſtick 
Unto thy hands, it wounderh to the quick. 


| Wharskills it, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck do drown thee? raile thy heads 
” "Take ſtarres for money; ſtarresnot to be told 


By any art, yer to be ; 
'Nexcio a dame: 


- -— <D..-- cc 
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By no means runne indebe: rake thine own meaſure. 
Who cannot live on twentic pound 2 yeare, 
Cannot on fourtic : he's a man of pleaſure, 
A kinde of thing that's for it ſelf roo deere, 
The curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, 
And ſpares himſelf, but would his taylor chide. 


Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes 
0 fortunes ſeck, when worth i} eres, ory | 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 
And are like empty veſlcls under ſail. 
Old courtiers knoryy this: therefore (ct out ſo, 
As all the day thou mayſt hold out to go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomneſle doth bear the bell, 
Wiſedome's a trimmer thing, then = ere gave, 
Say not then, This with that lace will do well; 
But, This with my diſcretion will be brave. 


Mauch curiouſnefle is a * ruall wooing 
olly 


Nothing with labour, 


lon 3 a doing. 


Play not for gain, bur ſport. Who playes for more 
T hen he can loſe with pleaſure, ſtakes tus heart; 
Pertizps his wives too, and whom ſhe hath bore: 
Servants and churches alſo play their part, 

Onely a herauld, who that way doth paſſe, 

Findcs tus crackt name at length in the church-glaſſe, 


If yet thou love game at ſo deere a rate, 
Learn this, that hath old gameſters decrly coſt: * 
Doſt loſe? riſe up: doſt winne? riſe in thu ſtare, 
—_ ſtrive ro fit out loſing hands, are loſt. 
ame is a civil gunpowder, in pezce 
Blowing up houſes with their whole increafe, 
%ug | 
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In converſation boldneffie now bears ſway. 

Bu: know,that nothing can fo fooliſh be, 

As empty boldneſſe; therefore firſt aflay 

1 © ſtatic thy minde with ſold braverie; 
Then march on : get ſubſtantiall worth, 
Bolinefle gulds finely, and will fer it forth, 


Be (weeet to all. Is thy complexion ſore? 

I hen keep ſuch ie , make them thy ally”: 

Get a ſharp wife, a fervant that will lowre. 

A ſtumbler ſtumbles jcaſt in rugged way. 
Command thy ſelf in chicf. Hebfcs warre knows, 
\W hom all tus paſſions follow, as he goes. 


Catch nor at quarrels, He that dares nor ſpeak 
Vlunly and home, is coward of the two. 
| | Tiunknotthy tame atev'ry twitch will break: 
' By great deeds ihew,thart thou canſt lutle do; 


And do them notthat fall thy wiſdome be 
Arg change thy teraperance znto braverte, 


+ TF chat thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, 
* 'Tisa thunne webbe,yrhich poyſonous fancies make: 
* * Bur the great ſouldiers honour was compos'd 
'Y- Of thicker Kufſe, which would cadure a ſhake. 
FF” | .  Wiſdome picks friends; civilitic mares the reſt. 
hh | | Atoy fhunn'd cleanly paſſerb with the beſt, 
[ ; Laugh not too _—_—  —— leaſt; 
WH For wit is neves ro WW 
WW ! Leiſc atthine wg} 4pm ae in the jeſt 
$ * Fly pun Kg COnceit advance. 
" Make not thy ſport, abuſcs : for ecky 


That ſeeds on dungaig goloured Pick 


Pick out of mirth, like ſtones our of ound. * 
Potwenſe, ncle aubrole © ; 
Theſe ace the ſcurame whuch courſe wits abounde- 
Uo yon omar ys not go lefſe. 

Arc | with jelt: n | that' TY 
But may be wittie, if thou haſt the yein, Ban 


incer: 
Haſt thou the knack? r it not with liking : 
But if _ want it, boy co w_ deere. 'S 
Man ing wit beyond their power 
Hove ger _— adecare foolfor an howe. 


A (ad wiſe valour isthe brave complexion, 
That leads the van, and {walloycs up the cities. 
The gigler is a. milk-maid, whom jnfeRion, 
Or a fu'd beacon frighteth from his dittics. 
Then he's the ſport: the mirth then in him reſts. 
And the fad manis cock of all tus jeſts, 


Towards great perſons ulc reſpeRive boldnefle: 
That _ "__r them theirs, and yer doth take 
Nothing thine; in ſervice, care, or coldneſie 
Doth ratably thy fortuacs marre or make. 
Feed no man in his finnes: for advlation 
Doth make thee parcell-devil in daumnation, 


Pnvie not greatneflc; for thoumak's there 

Thy ſelf the worſe, and ſo the diſtance _—_ 

Be not thine own worm: yet ſuch jx , 

As hurts nor ochers, but may make thee better, 
I ogood fuaee. Canal ugaiicnatphe, . 
Thea may whe deatdram he 0 happy gh: 

'q 


When baſencſſe is exalted , do nor bate 

'T he place its honour, for the perſons ſake. 

"The is that whuch thou doſt veneraze; 

And not the beaſt, thar bears ir on his back. 

" Tcarenotthough the cloth of ſtare ſhould be 
Nox of rich arras, but mean tapeftrie. 


Thy friend put in thy boſome: wear his eics 

Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there. 

If cauft require , thou art hus ſacrifice ; 

"Thy drops of bloud muſt pay doyn'all his fear: 
But love is loſt; the way of friend9hip's gone, 


Though David had his Jonathas,Chrift his John. 


Tet be not ſurety, if thon be a father. 

Love is a perſonall debt, I canutior give 

My childrens right,nor ought he take irrrather 

Barh fricnds ſhould die,then hinder them to liye: 
Fathers firft enter bonds to Natures ends; 
An4 are her ſureties, ere they are a friends, 


Tf thou be Gnzle,all thy goods and ground 

Snbmur to =p all, 

Give one eſtate, as one life, None is bound 

To work for wwo,who brought himdelf to chrall, 
God made me one man; love makes me no more, 
TilHabour come;and make my weaknefle (core, 


fa thy de(courſe, if thou defice topleaſe : 

All focHi is courteous, uſcfull,neve,or wittic, 

Uſcfulnefſe comes by labour, wit by caſc; 

Court&fic grows in court ; news in the citic. 
Ger agnen ſock of theſe,then draw the card: 
Tha 


us him beſt; of whom thy ſpeech is heard. 


_ 
« a” 
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ntice all neatly to whar know beſt ; 
or ſo thou doſt thy elf _ 4, _ 

Bur 2 wW1 is reſt, 
q7 rd reports ſeal from his treaſure 
What ts ask further, Doubts well rais'd do lock 
The ſpeaker ro thee, and preſerve thy Rock. = 


If thou be Maſter-gunner,ſpend not all 
That thou canſt ſpeak,at once ; but husband it, 
And give men turns of ſpeech: do not foreſtall 
By laviſknefle thinc own,and others wit, 

As if thou mad'ſ thy will. A civil gueſt 
Will no more talk all, then Gat all the fealtl 1 


Be calm in arguing; for fiercenefle makes 
Errour 4 fault truth diſcourtehie. 
Why ſhould I feel another mans miſtakes ' 
More,then his ficknefles or povertie ? 

In love Tſhould : but anzer is not love, 

Nor wiſdome neither: therefore gently rhove,” - 


Calmneſle is great advantage : he that lets 

Another chafe,may warm him at his fre, 

Mark all his wandrings, and enjoy hs frers ; 

As cunning fencers (uffer heat to tire. ; 
Truth dvells not in the clouds:the bow that's there; * 

Doth often aum at, never hit the ſphece, 


Mark what another ſayes: for many are 
Full of woke 7 manger | aniwer their own notion. ** * 
T ake all into thee; then with equall care 

Ball:nce each dramme of reaſon,like a potion. 


—_— I. | * * 


— 
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Be uſcfull vwhere thou liveſt, that may 

Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence (till. 

Kindneſle, ” -—— manoabeour 

Tocom is. Finde out mens wants and will, 
And meet them there. All worldly / 4 go lefie 
To the one joy of doing kindneſk 


Pitch thy behaviour low, oh; 
So ab Am og. —_— wn 


Let thy minde ſtill be bent, ſtill plotting where, 
And when, and how the ufc bo donc, 
Slackneſle breeds worms; butthe ſure traveller, 
ight ſometimes,ſtill goerh on. 
ring ſpirits live alone, 


: Write on the others, Here lies ſuch 6 one. 


Slight not the ſmalleſt lofle, whether it be 
* In love or honour: take account of all ; 
& ' Shine like the ſunne inevery corner: ſee 
> | Whether thy flock of credit fyell,or fall. 
| Who ſay, I care not; thoſe give for loft; 
And to inſtru them, will not quit the coſt, 


| $comm no mans love, though of a mean dex xee; 
| (Lovei for a mighnie ki 

J Soars Wir pt 

gy edi fling. 


| 
£ | workman never doth refu{c 
| T's meancii1o0), that he may chance ro ule, 


- 
: 
: . 
bl 
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All forrain wiſdome doth amomt to this, 


Keep all thy native good, and naturalie 
All in of that name; bur ſcorn their ill: 
Embrace their a&rvenefte, not vanines. 
Who folloves all things, forfeiterh his yeill. 
If thou obſerveſt in each fr, 
In time they'l runne thee ont of all thy wit. 


Aﬀe& in things abone thee cleanlineſſe, 
That all may gladly board thee, as a flovrre. 
Slovens take up their Rock of noiſoraneſle 
Beforchand, and anticipate their laſthoure. 


Let thy mindes fweernefie haye his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 


In Almes regard thy means, and others merit. 
Think heay'na berter bargain, then to give 
Onely thy ſingle market-money for it. 

oyn hands with God to make a man tolive. 


all ſomerhing F a 
Till chon hangs _ _ he begin. 


Man is Gods image but a poore man is 
Chriſts ſtamp to boot : both imagrs regard. 
God reckons for him, counts the favour his: 
I Ones yu 
$g0 ore, v'ns 
Open fortherer bowh may conn ts hate, 


x4 ve Church-porch; 
} Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 
> A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole cſtate. 
— 
en deaeblengsr if a bing du 
then {It a king did fo, 
Who would not haſte,nay give, to ſee the ſhow? 


”F 4, © th 


Twice en the day his duc is underſtood; 
| For all the week mo} thee, 
"Thy cheere is mended; bare not of the food, 
' Becauſe 'tis better, and perhaps may ſave thee. 
 Thwartnorth' Almhr God:O be nor croſle.. 
Faſt when thot waltz but then 'tis gain,not loſle.. 


= Mt "AS 4 


wm > 


private prayer be a brave deſigne, 
| Ye lick hath more promiſes, more love: 
love* _—_ hr to hearts,to cics a figne. 
| —— but co 14 ſuitours ; let ; let us move 
' Where it is warmeſt. Leave thy fix and ſeven; 
Pray with the moſt;for where moſt pray,is heavons 


| When once thy foot enters the church,be bare. 

—_— re then thou: _  ——op——_ 
_ s permils:on. Then beware, 

4 A boy thy ſelf all reverence and fear. | 

| "ned nc're ſpoil'd filk ſtocking: quit thy ſtare, | 
are within the churches gate, 


Reſort to ſermons, but to prayers moſt: 
's the end of preaching. O be dreſt; 
Stay not for th' other pin:why,thou haſt loſt 
A jey for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeſt 
Amway thy bleſsinzs,and extreamly flout thee, 
Thiy clothes being faſt,bur thyſo | look: about thee, 
R— 


e CAWTER-POYER. 
In time of ſervice (cal up both thine cies, 
And ſend them to thine heart; that ſpying finne, 
may weep out the ſtains by them didriſe: 
Thoſe doores being ſhut,all by the earc comes in. - 
© Who marks inchurch-time others ſymmercie, 
Makes all theix beauic lus deformutic. 


Let vain or buſie thoughts have there no pare: | 
Bring not thy plough,thy plors,thy pleaſures thither, 
Chriſt purg'd his remple ;\o muſt thou thy hearr. 
All —_—_ thoughts are but theeves mer togerher 
Tocouun thee. Look to thy ations well: 
For churches are cither our hcav'n or hell 


Judge not the preacher; for he is thy Judger 

If thou miſhke him, thou conceiv | ham not, 

God callerh preaching folly, Do not grudge 

1 _ out treaſures from an earthen por. 
he 


worſt ſpeak — if all wan ſea(e, 


God takes a text, and preacheth patience, 


He that gets patience, and the bleſſing which 
Preachcrs conclude with, hath nor loſt his pains. 
He that by being at church eſcapes the ditch, 
Which he m.ghr fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loyes Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints on earthyſhall one day with them ſhine, 


Jeſt not at preachers language, or ſon: 
How nr! wma ts thy finnes motel him miſcarrie?” 
'T hen turn thy faults and lis into confeſſion: 5 
God ſent him, whatſoe're he be: O carry, 
And love him for his Maſter : his condition, 
I bough i be il), makes hum no ull pn. 
one 


— 


s © 


16 yeh. 
None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, 
As thoſe, who mock at Gods way of (alvation. 
They dos mik pred oll nc. 
afull damnation 
y ———— thunder; and we, foll holy 
? 


Thergh God do hedge win, perk 15 


Somme up at what thou haſt done by 
Andin th morring, wharthou halo do. _ 


Superliminare. 
ou, whom the former precepts have 
 Sprinkled and taught, hovy to behave 


Thy (elf in church ; approachand taſte 
The churches copfticel repaſt, 


———_— A 


— 


id profaneneſle ; come not here: 


Void 
A N but holy,pure,and cleare 
Or cores nachos be ſo, . 
May at his nil turther go. 


The Church, 
222542220022902000200028 
The Alrar. 


A broken AtTan, Lord, thy fervant redres; 
Made of a heart , and cemented with teares : 
Whoſe parts are as thy hand did frame ; 

No workmans tool hath touch'd the ſame. 

AHzanr alone 
Is fuch a ſtone , 
As nothing bu 
Thy power doth cue. 
Wherefore each part 
Of my hard heart 
Meets in thrs frame , 
To praiſe thy name: 
Thar if 1 chance to hold my peace , 
Thel: ſtones ropraiſe chte may not ceaſe, 
O let thy blefledSacaryics be ming 
And ſmaifie this ALTanx to be thine, 


The 


The Church. C. 
The Sacrifice. 


N all ye, who by, whoſe eyes and minde 
by Towarldly oak but to me blindez 
ome, who took eycs that I might youfinde: 

Wa cyer grief like mine? 


he Princes of my people make a head 
2ainſt their Maker: they do wiſh me dead, 
Who cannot wiſh, except I give them bread: 
Wa ever grief like mine? 


Without me each one who doth nov me brave, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian ſlave. 
Thcy uſe that power againſt me, which I gave: 
Was ever grief like wine? 


Mine oven Apoſtle, who the bag did beare, 
Thouzh kc had all I had, did not forbeare 
Tofcll me allo, and to put me there: 

Was ever grief, &c. 


For thirry pence he did my death deviſe, 
Who at three hundred did the 61ntmemt prize, 
Not half ſo ſweet as my ſweet ſacrifice: 

Was ever grief, &c: 


Therefore my ſoul melts, and my hearts deare treaſure 
Drops bloud (the onely beads) my words to meaſure: 
Ob let this cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure : 

Was ever grief, &0. 


Theſe drops being temper'd with a fknners rears 
A Balſome are for both the Hemiſpheres: : 


Curing all wounds, but mine; all, bur my fears: 
| : _ _ Waever grief, fc. * 
er 


The Chareb. 


” hm I cannot gain 
One ke ag br te rome bu 
Comforr no and doth my doftrine ſtain: 

Was ever grief lihe mine? 


Ariſe, ariſe, they come. Laok how they runne. 

Alas! what they make to be undone! 

How with their interns do they ſeek the ſunne! 
Wa ever grief, Oar 


Wirh clubs and ſtaves they ſeek me, as a thief, 
Who am the of truth, the rrue relief; 
Moſt true to hab, hower my greateſt gricf : 
Wi: ever grief, GC. 
Judas, doſt thou betray me with a kifle ? 
Canſt thou finde hell about my lips? 20.! mule 
Of lifc, juſt ar che gates of life and blille? 
Wa ever grief, &c. 


See, they lay hold an me, not with the h1nds 
Of faith, bur furie: yet at their commands 
I ſuffer binding, who bave loos'd their bands: 
Was ever grief, @ 6 
All my Di flie; fear purs a barre 
Berwixt my friends and Mi They leave che fame 
— Eaſt from farre: 
WA evergrief, cc, 


any robbenie: 
Was ever grief like mine? 
Some (aid, thar T the Ternple to the floore 
In, three dayes raz'd, andraiſed as before. 
Why, he that built the world cat\ 46 ruth more: 
Wa ever grief, & c- 


Then they conJemne me all with thar Quai breath, 
Which 1 do give rtem daily, unto death, 
Thus Adam my firſt breathing rendereth: 

Wa ever grief, &c. 


They binde, and leade me uneo Herod: he 
Sends me to Pilare, This makes them agree; 
Bur yer their friendſtop is rr / enmitie: 
Wa ever grief, &c, 
Herod and all his bands do ſer me lighe, 
Who reach all hands ro warre, fingers to fight, 
And onely am the Lord of hoſts and night: 
Was ever grief, &c. 
Herod in judgeracnt fits, while T do ſtand 
Examines me with a ccnſoriots hand: : 
I him obey, who all things dR coriniand: 
Wa ever grief, &c. 
The Fews accuſe me with deſpitefulneſſe; 
And vying malice with my gentleneſſt, 
Pick quarrels with their onely happineſs /- 
Wa evergrief, @c. 
I anſwer nothing, but with patience 
If tony hearts will melt with gentle Loon 
But who does hayyk at cagles with a dove? © _ 
Was evergrief, & c 


"Yer ſtill 


The Church, 


My filence rather doth augment their cris; 
Bi dre ds bckimo my boſom flie, 


War ever grief ig 


Becauſe the raging waters 


Heark how they crie aloud ſtill, C 
ih ob beer dy re © "Ha 
ee Gs 

Pilate — holdeth off; bur they, 
Mane own Ay, % : 
With een 5 og apo _ 

Wa ever Trief, 0c. 
ſhout,and crie,and ſtop their cares, 


among their finnes and fears, 
eye ono or puyrnpatyrr 
Was ever grief, @c- 


O__ cankers things. Theſe words arighe 
wiſked, are the whole worlds light: 


Bur —_— heir ga brighenee _ _ 


They chooſe a murderer, and all 
In him to do themſelves a co 
For it yvas their oyyn cauſe who killed me: 
Wa ever grief, @c. 

And a ſcditions murderer he = _ 
Bur 1 the Prince ace; | 
All p CE hea 'n doth [yd 

Wa ever grief, c- 
Why, Cefar is their onely King not 1: 
He clave the ſtonie rock,yvhen they were drie; 
Bu ſurely got theig hearts , 35 1 well rrie: ; 
Wa over grief, Cf 6+ 


>= OM 


+--> 


The Charch, . 24 
Ah! ho#Fthey ſcourge me! yet my tenderae fe 
Doubles exch laſh: and yer their birternefſe 
Windes up wy grief to a myſterioulſnefle: 
Wa ever grief like mine? 
They buffer me,and box mt as they hit, 
Who graſp the carth and heaven with my ft, 
And never yer,yyhom I would puniſh, myfs'd: 
Wa ever grief, & c: 
3chold, they ſpit on me in ſcorpfull wiſe, 
ho by my ſpittle gave the blinde man cics, 
Leaving his b {ſc ro mine enemicy: 
IWa ever grief, &c. 
ly face they cover, though itbe divine, 
Moſes face was vailed, ſo is mine, 
eſt on their double-dark ſouls either ſhine: 
Wa evergrief, &c. 
Servants and abjc&s flout me; they are wattie: 
ow prophe fie who ſtrikes thee, is their dittie, 

>0 they in me denie themlſclyes all pitie: 

Wa ever grief, Ofc. 
nd now I am deliver'd unto death, 
hich e:ch one calls for ſo with urmoſt breath, 

T hat he before me well nigh ſuffererh: 

Wa ever grief, &c- 
cep not, deare friends, ſince I for both have wepe 
hen all my tears were bloud, the while you flept; 

our tears for your on fortunes ſhould be kept ; 
Was ever grief, & sc. 

he ſopldiers leade me to the common hall, 

here they deride me, they abuſe me all: 

er for rwelyg hear aly legions 1 could calls _ 
# as ever grief, oo 


The _ 
pun ar por 


nee? vie} bis wind 


Thanenay indoneF cms Iver 
For theſe are all the Sion doth bear, 
Though I my viae planted and warred there: 

R Wa ever grief, ©. 
So ſits the earths great curſe in Alon fall 

U pon my head: I remove it all 
one: carth unto my brows, and bear the thratls 

Wa ever grief, &c. 


Tha vida to rue before, 
OD 


Hens 


Nt cordet 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king. 
What ever ſcoffes or (cornfulneſic = 4 nr hs 
| Lam ihe wn 11—Spackpire 4 

Wa ever grief, @ 


Yer ſince mans ſceprers are 2s frail as reeds, 

And thorny all their crowns, bloudie their veceds; 

I who am Truth, turn into cruch their deeds: 
Was ever grief, @'c+ 


ods Angela did Geir ro have the 
ro 
AniPropizes one fe, bu found no plc: 


Was ever grief, & 


Thins trimmed forth they bring me to the rout, 

A bim, crie vich one ſtrong ſhour, 
peace at man, and Man cries out: 

Wa eyer grief, @ 6 


Mine own clothes on, they 
Whom devils flie,thus is he rols'd of men: 
_—_ Wa ever grisf lis mine? 


0 all ye who beboldand ſee: | 
Man ole ly hs I muſt xr the rree; 
The tree of life to all, bur onely me: 
Wa ever grief, & c. 
Lo, here I hang, charg'd with a world of finne, 
The greater world oth* ro : for that came in 
By words, but this by ſorrow I muſt win: 
Wa ever grief, & c. 
Such ſorrovy, as if finfull man could feel, 
Or feel his part,he would not ceaſe to kneel, 
Till all were melted, though he were al! ficel: 


Wa ever grief, &c. 
but, O my ws " why leayſtthou me, 


he ſonne, thou doſt delight to be? 
God, my God—— 
Never was grief like mine. 


»dhame tears my ſoul, my bodie many a wound; 
dharp nails pierce this, but ſharper that confound; 
Reproches, which are free, while 1 am bound: 

SY ever gricf, a 


26 _ The Church. 
Now heal thy ſelf,Phyſician; now come down, 
Alas! I did ſowhen Left my crown ; 
And fathers (nuke for you, to feel his frown: 


Wa ever grief like minc! 


In healing nor my ſelfs there doth conſif 
All that Glvation, which ye now rcliſt , 
Your ſatenc in my fickneſle doth ſublilt: 


Was ever grief, &c. 
Berwixt two theeves I { _ urmo{Ybreath, 


As he that for ſome robberie ſufferer, 
Alas! what have I ſtollen from you? death: 
Wa ever grief, 7c. 


A king my title is, prefixt on high ; 
Yet by my ſubje&s am condemy'd to dic 
A (crvile death in feryile companic : 
Wa cver grief, &c, 


They gave me vincger mingled with gall, 
But nioze with malice: yer,yhen they did call, 
With Manua,Angels food, I fed them all: 

Was ever grief, © 


They part my garments, and by lor diſpolc 
My coat,ylic type of loveqwhich once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought tor help, never malicious foes: 

Wa: ever grief, oc 


Nay, after death their ſpite fall further go: 

For they will pierce my-lide, 1 full well know; 

"That as frane came,lo Sacraments might flow: 
Wa ever grief, &c 


Bur now I dic ; now all is fniſhcd. 
My wo, mans we-Land now I bow my hcad. 
Qacly let others ſay, when I am dead, 


Kevye/ was prief like mii 
grief — 


< 


The Church. 


« The Thankſgiving. 


H King of grief ! (a ticle ſtrange,yet true, 
To thee of all kings onely due) 
Oh King of wounds! hovy ſhall I grieve for thee, 
Whoin all griet reſt me? 
Shall I weep bloud? why,thou haſt wept ſuch ſtore 
Thar all thy bodice was one doore. 
Shall I be ſcourged flouted, boxed, ſold? 
"Tis but to cell the tale is told. 
God my God, why dof# thou from me? 
dt Was ſuch yp —_ be, 
Shall Tthen skipping, thy dolefull ſtorie, 
And fide with thy triumphant glorie? 
Shall thy ſtrokes be my ſtroking? thorns, ny lower? 
Thy rod,my poke? crofle,my bower? 
But how then ſhall 1 umitate thee, an 
Copie thy fair, though bloudic hand? 
Surely T will revenge me on thy love, 
And txie who ſhall viRorious prove. 
If thou doſt give me wealth ,1I will reſtore 
All back unto thee by the 
If thou doſt give me honour , men 11-11 ſee 
The honour doth belong to thee. 
| will not marry ; or,if ſhe be nune, 
She and her childrea ſhall be thine. 
ly boſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy name, 
1 will tear thenze his love and fame. 
One half of me being gone;the reſt I give 
Unto ſome Chippell, die or live, 
\s for thy paſſion--- But of that anon, 
When wich the other 1 have done. 
oc thy predeſtination, I'll: contrive, 
That thecee yeares hence if 1 ſurvive, 


B 2 


{. Then 1 will uſe the works of thy creation, | 


28 The Church. 
T'le build a ſpittle, or mend common wayes, 
Bur mend mine oyyn without delayes, 


The world and T will quan; and he year 
I w ; © 
Shall nor perceive that 1 —— 
My mulick ſhall finde thee, and ev'ry ftring 
Shall have his acrribute to fang: 
That all together may, accord in thee, 
And prove one God,one harmorue. 
If thou ſhalt give me wit, it ſhall appeare, 
If thou haſt giv'nit me,'ts here. 
N2y, I willveade thy book,and never move 
Till I have found therein thy love; 
Thy art of love,yhich Te rurn back on thee, 
Then forthy raſan. I all do for tha 
n for on-- I will do hes 
Alas,my Ged, 1 know not what. 


— —_—_— 


The Repriſall. 
AF = hr it, and _ 
ere 15 no dea vi mig $10N: 
For though I die =__ {Lang 
My fannesdeſerye the condemnanen. 


O make mc innocent, that I 
May give a diſcncangled Rate and free: 
And yer thy wounds ſtill my artemprs defie, 
For by thy denth I die for thee, 


Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy crermll glorie didſt outgo mc? 
Couldſt thou nor gricts fad conqueſts me allow, 

But inall vi&'ries overthrow me? 


Ye! 


Charch, 29: 


F —_— —_— will I come 
Tnto the con . Though I cando 
Againſt thee, in thee I will oo 
The man,ywho once againſt thee foughe, 


q The Agonie. 


loſophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
Fathom d the depths of ſeas, of ſtates, and kings, 
Walk'd with'a ſtafte ro heav'n,and traced fountains: 
But there are tyyo vaſtſpacious things, 
The which to meaſure i doth more behove: 
Yet fevy there are that ſound them; Sinne and Love. 


Who would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Oliver ; there ſhall he (ce 
A man ſo vwrung with pains,thar all his hair, 
His skinne,his garments bloudie be. 
Sinne is that preſſe and vice, which torceth pain 
To hunt his cruell food through ev ry vein. 


Whuch my God feels as bloud; bur 1,as wine, 


B 3 <q The 


Wren, 
« The Sinner. 


Ord, how Iam all ague, when 1 ſeck 
\Viur I have treafur'd in my memorie | 
Since,if my loul make even with the week, 
Exch ſeventh note by right is due to thee. 


] kde here quarries of pil'd yaniries, 
But flweds ot holneflc that darc nor venture 
To th:w their face, fince crofle to thy decrees: 
T here the circumference cxrrh is, herv'n rhe centre, 
Jn ſo much dregs the quinteſſence is {m2l]: 
The lpitit and good extract of my heart 
Comesto aboutthe many hun4redeh part, 
xt Lord reſtore thine image beare my call:* (grone, 
And though my hard heart (carce to the can 
Reincmber that theu once dic it write in ſtones 


© Good Friday. 
My chicf good, 
O uy po 


How ſhall I meaſure our t 
Hovy ſhall I count whaz thee befcli, 
And each grief «cl!? 


Shall I thy wocs 
Number according to thy foes? 
Or,ſfince one itarre thow'd-thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or ſhall each leaf, 
Which falls in Aurumne, ſcore a grict 2 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be ſignc 
Of the true vine? 


Then let cach houre 
Of my whole life one grief devourez + 
Thar thy diſtrefle through'\all may runae., 
An be my hand 
PF 


Or rather ler” 
My ſer'rall fnncs their ſorrows get; 
Chat as cach beaſt his cure doth knovy, 
E:ch linne may fo. 


Since bloud is fineſt, Lord, to write 
Thy ſorrows in, and bloudic fight; 

My hcart hath ſtore;write there,where in 
One box doth lie both ink and finne: 


That when Sinne fpics ſo many foes, 

Thy whips,thy => gra wounds,thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, Sinne may ſay, 
No room for me, and flie away. 


Sinnc being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep policfſion with thy grace; 
Leſt Sinne take courage and return, 
And all the writings blot or burn. 


—_—— FY 


—_— 


4 Redemption. 
= been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
ot thriving, I rcfolved to be bold, 


And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 
A nevy ſmall-rented leaſe, and cancell th' old, 


—— _— 


In heaven at his manour 1 him ſought : 
They told me there,that he was lately gone 
About ſome land,which he had deerly t 
Long ſince on earth , to take poſſeſſion, 1 
7-3: "" Ba L 


Of theeves a EE En Thin ed ied, 
Who ſtraight, Tour ſuit i granted,Gaid, & 


al Ichre. 
Blefled bodie! Whither art thou thrown? 
No lodging fax thee, but a cold hard ſtone? 


So many hearts on earth,and yer nor one 
Receive thee ? 


Sure there is room withia our + cpm ſtorez 


For they can lodge —_ 
Thouſands of royes there,yer our of doorc 
They leave thee. 


Bur that which ſheves them Jbcws them 
What ever finne did this ay rock commit, _ 
Which holds thee govy? ————— 


__ 
_—_ onr hard hearts baye took up ſtones to 


this, moſt did arrazgne thee; 
Cs het Rones in — 
And order. 


And 2s of old the Lawrby heav'nly arc 
Was writ in ftone;; ſorhon othonzehich fo are 
The leuer of the word, find'ſt no fit hexre 


_ 
=> 
. 


« Eaſter. 
Ifc heart; thy Lotd is riſen. Sing his prai 
w rh rx roy 
Who takes thee by the hind, that thou likewiſe 
With him mayſt riſe; 
That, as his death calcined thee to duſt, 
His life may make thee gold,and much more juſt, 


Amake, my lute, and ſtruggle for t 
my Wihall art. 


The crofle caught all wood to reſound his name, 

- k-- gd lane, 
is ſtrerched fineyvs raught mgs,yyhat 

Is beſt ro celebrate this moſt highrday. "7 


% 
Conſort both heart and late, and rwiſt a ſong. 
Pleaſant and long: 
Or,ſfince all nuftck is bur —_— vicd 
mulnplied; 


O let thy ble irit bear a part, 

And make ps with hus (weet art. 
1 got me flowersto ſtraw thy way; 

I got me boughs off many a tree: 

But thou waſlt up by break of day, 

And broughr'it thy ſ(weets along with thee, 


The Sunne ariſing in the Eaſt, 
Though he give light, and th' Eaſt perfume; 
If they ſhould offer to conteſt 
With thy ariſing , they preſume. 
Canthere be any day _—— 
Though many ſunnes to endeavour? 
We count three hundred, but ve nufle: 
hn leur ay eng ye ann es 

? 7 


Lord, who createdſt man in wealth and ſtores 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 


Moſt poore: 
With thee 


O ler me riſe 
As larks, harmoniouſly , 
And fing this day thy viRories : 
Thea ſhall che fall further the flight in me, 


My render age in ſorrow did beginne : 
And till with ficknefles and ſhame 
Thou didſt fo puniſh finne , 
That 1 became 
Moſt thinne. 
With thee 
Let me combine, 
And feel this day thy viRorie: 
For , if I imp my wing on thine, 
AﬀtiQion flall adyance the flight in me. 


Þ 
; 
4 
= 


H. Baprtiſme. 
5 he char (olhadck aiddt , 
A Srayes not,but looks it on the skiez 
So when | view my finnes, mine cycsremoye 
S More backward ſtill, and to that water flie, * 
S SVhich is above the heav'ns,whoſe ſpring and rent 
Is inm rm ks by 
Ob ſtreams! eithor ye do prevent 
And topour finges from growing thick and vride, 


What ever furure fhanes ſhould me miſcall, 
Your firſt acquaintance might difexedir all, 
& H. Baptiſme. *. 
e, Lord, to thee 
A narrow way and little gate 
Is all the paſlage, on my infancie 
did lay hold, and antcdare 
My faith in me. 


thee —_—— 
Wrue t God,and me a childe: 
Let me be ſafe and ſupple tor will, 
Small ro my (elf , to others milde,' 
Behuther ill | 


Although by ſtealth 

My fichger on; yet let her ſiſter 

| My foul bid nothing , bur preſerve her wealth: 
: 3A The groych of fleſh is bur a bliſter; 

_ 1 teach. 


bw, —— coo—_ _ — 


If thou ſhalt let this venome lurk, 
And in fi 1ons furne 2nd yor 
My ſoul ye! —_— , 
Vaniſhinto a winde, 
Making thy workmaanſlup decir, 
O ſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy rev'rend Lavy and fear; 
Or make a nevy one, fince the old 


And ———— 


To hide my duſt, then thee to hold. 


— 
—_ 


CF Sinne. 


Ord, with yyhar care haftthou begirt us round | 

B Parents firſt ſeaſon us: rhen ſchoolmaſters 
Deliver us to laws; they ſend us dound 

To rules of reaſon, boly meſk , 


3F, 1 ” 


Bleſſings beforchand, ryes of gratefulneſſc 
ow, Shar of | nm ringing | ——— : 
Withour, our ;z withun,our conſciences; 


Angels and grace,cternall hopes and fears. 


Yer all theſe fencesand their whole aray 
One cunning boſome-linne blows quite away. 


| — — 


q Afﬀiction. 


WW firſt thou didſt entice to thee my heart, 
I thought the ſervice brave: 


So many joyes I writ down for my part, 
my Beſides = I might have 

Our of my ſtock of naturall delights, 
Augmented with thy gracious beachrs, 
I looked on thy furniture ſo fine , 

And made it fine tome? , 
Thy glorious houſhold-ſtuffe did me entwine, 

And 'tice me unto thee. 
Such ſtarres T connted mine: both heay'n and carch 
Payd me my wages ih a world of mirth. 


What pleaſures could I want, whoſe King I ſerved, 
Where joyes my feltoyrs verc? 
"Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved 
No place for grief or fear. 
"Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught ar the place, 
And made her youth and fiercenefle ſeek thy face: 


At firſt thou gav'{t me milk and ſweetneſſes; 
I had my wiſh and way: 
My dayes vere ſtraw'd with flow'rs and h1 PP neſle; 
was no moneth but May, 
But with my yeares ſorrow did twiſt and grow, 
And made a pare unayrares for wo. - 


” 32 
My ficſh began unto my ſoul in pain 
: ___—_ cleave my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in-ev'ry vein, 
And tune my breath to grones, | 
Sorrow was all my ſoul; I ſcarce beleeved, | 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived. 


When I got health, thou rovk'ſt away my life, 


And more; for my friends die: 
My mirth and edge was loſt; Hblunted knife 
Was more ule then I. ' 


Thus thinne and lean ywithour a fence or friend, 
I was blown through with ev'ry ſtorm and winde. 


Whereas my birth and ſpirit rather took 
The way that takes the toyyny 
Thou didſt betray me to a Sngingbeck, 
And wrap me in 2 gown. 
1 was entangled in the world of itrife, 
Before I had the power to change my life, 


Yet, for I threatned oft the ficge to raiſe, 
No fimpring all mine age, 
Thou often didſt with Academick praiſe 
Melt and Aifſolve my rage. 
Ttook thy (weerned pill, till 1 came neare; 
Icould not go away, nor perſevere, 


cc? 


Yetleſt perchance I ſhould roo happie be 
In my unha 
Turning my purge to food, thou t oweſt me 
Into more ſickneſſes. 
Thus doth thy power crofle-bias me, not making 
Thine own gift good, yer mc from my wayes tang. 
Now 


ay. 
ly 


T -—_ 
Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me 
None of my books will ſhoyy: 
J reade, and figh, and wiſh I vere a rec; - 145 
For fure then 1] ſhould grow 
To fruit or ſhade: at leaſt ſome bird would truſt 
Her houſhold to me, and I ſhould be juſt, 


Yer, though thou troubleſt me, I muſt be meck; 
. In yreaknefle muſt be ſtour. 
Well, I vill changethe ſervice, and go ſeck 
Sorne other maſter our. 
Ah my deare God! I amclean forgot, 
Let me not love thee, if Tlove thee nor. 


_ 
| — 


« Repentance, 
Ord, I confeſſe Ginne is + 
is my ne, Ol gendy rea: 
Wah thy quick flow'r, thy momeutanie bloom; 
Whoſe life (till preſſing 
Is one undreſſing, 
A ſteadie aiming at a tombe. 


Mans age is tyyo houres work, or thre: 
Bach day doth round abour us (ce. 
Thus are we todelights: bur ve are all 
To ſorrows old, 
If life be told 
From what life feeleth, Adams tall. 


Oler thy height of mercy then 
C hm rr —* 
ut mc not | ON. 
p ws I do confefi: 


Which thou haft pour'd into my ſoul: 
Thy wormwood turn to health, windes to fair weather: 
For if thou ſhy, 
I and this day, 
As we did riſe, ve die together. 
When thou for finne rebukeſt man, 


Pine anddecay, 
 , , Anddrop away, 
And carrie with them th' other parts. 
Bur thou wilt ſinne and grief deftroy; 
That ſo the broken bom may JO)» 
And tune together in a well-ſer 
Full of his praiſes, 


. Who dead men raiſcs. 
Fractures well cur'd make us more ſtrong. 


—— O————— 


q Faith. 


Lord, how couldfi thou ſo much 
Thy wrath for Ganc, 2s when mans fight was dunmey 
And could ſee little, ro regard his eaſe, 
+ And bring by Faith all things to him £ 


Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
fory Med dad m_— | 
I had it ſtraight, id as eat, 

As ever did a welcome gueſt, 

| oe py Rt 
Whiah when 1 could nor t 
hy p—_—_ G—=— | 

Thaz1can walk to heay'n well neare. 


| Towedthouſands and much more; 
I did beleeve that [ did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly: my creditor 
Beleeves ſo too, and lets me go. 


Faich makes me any thin?, or ali 

T hat] beleeve is in the ſacred toric: 

And where fnne placeth me in Adams fall, 
Faith ſers me higher in hug gloric. 


If I go lower in the book, 
What can be lowgr then the common manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who ſwcetly rook 
Our flcih afd frailtie, death and danger. 


If ble had lien in art or ſtrength, 
None but the wile or ſtrong had gained it: 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a length; 
One ſize doth all conditions fit. 


A peaſant may beleeve as much 


As a great Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtarure. 
Thus doſt thou make proud knowledge bend & crouch 
While grace fills up uncven nature. 


When creatures had norcall light 
Inherent in them, thou didſt make the ſunne, 
Impure a luſtre, and allow them bright; 

And in this ſhew, what Chriſt hath done. 


That which before was darkned clemn 
With buſhie groves, pricking the I1Fkers cy: 
Vaniſh: away, when Faith did change the (cence: 
And then appear'd a glorious $kuc. 


What though my body runne to duſt? 
Faith cleayes unto it,counting ev'ry grain 
With amexa&and moſt cruſt, 
Reſerving all for fleſh again. 
'- —"— q Prayer. 


'e 0, 


q Prayer, 


Rayer the Churches banquet, Angels 2ge, 
_ —_ in ence bis birth, 
The ſoul in paraphrale, heart in . 
The Chriſtian plummer ſounding heav'n p64 


Engine againſt th* Almighrie, ſinners come, 
Reverſed thunder, Chriſt. fide-piercing ſpear, 
The lix-daies world-tranſpoſing in an houre, 
A kinde of rune, which all things heace and fear, 


Softneſle, and =_ ,and joy, and love, and blifle, 
Exalted Manna, gladnefle of the beſt, 
Heaven in ordrnarie, man well dreſt, 

The milkie way, the bird of Paradiſe, 


+-% 


( bloud, 
Church- bels beyond the ſtarres heard,the ſouls 
The land of ſpices;ſomerhing underſtood. 


— - = ——_— 


L — þ ———m——_—_ 


« The H. Communion. 


Ot in rich furniture, or fine aray, 
N Nor in a wedge of gold, 
Thou, who from me wall ſold, 
To me doſt now thy (elf convey; 
For ſo thou ſhould' without me till have been, 
Leaving within me finne: 


But by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrength 
Thou creep'ſt into my breaſt; 
Making thy way my reſt , 
And = {mall quanuties my length; 
Which ſpread their forces intoev'ry part , 
Meeung finncs force aud art. 


Yet can theſe notget over to my ſoul, 
« a the wall thee 


way, 
And hath the privie key, 
GEI_ moſt; - TT 
While ro ſpirits refin'd, at doore attend 
Difparches from thrir friend. 


ive me ive ſoul, or take 
o My bodie alſo thither. 
Another lift like this vill make 
Them bothto be together, 


Before that finne rurn'd fleſh to ſtone, 
And all our lump to leaven; 

A fervent Ggh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth ro heaven. 


For ſure when Adam did not know 

; To finne, or finne to {mothers 
He might to heav'n from Paradiſe go, 

As from one room tanother, 


nn 
this 
Which {cen ance mites Tale, 
Aad leaxe thicarth to their food. = 
l « Antiphon. 


The Church. 
T Antiphon. 


oy Bu 6 


dad King 


Fers. The heav ns are not too high, 
His praiſe may thicher the ; 
The carth is not too low, 
His praiſes there may grow. 
Let all the world in ey'ry corner 
wm 0 Oded King 


Fers. The church with plalms muſt hour, 
them our: 


Cho. Let all the world in evry corner ing, 
My God and King, 


jy" 0 —_ 


« Love I. 


Mmortall Love, authour of this __ 

T5 pu; never fades 
our thy gloriow names 

And thrown it on that duſt which thou haſt made, 


While mortal love doth 311 the wile gain! 
Which Gding with invention, they 
Bear all the tveay, policfling heart 

(Thy workmandvp) and give thee ſhareun 


46 The Church, 


Wikacie beanie, heante raiſeth wit : 

isthez two play out the ; 

' Thou ſtandingby: and though thy Jockin 
Wrought our deliverance from ch' infernall pit, 


Who fingsthy praiſe?onely a skarf or glove (love. 
Doth warm our hands , and make them write of 


m_—_—  _—_—_  __———— ——— c—_— 
I 1. 
Mmortall Hear, O let thy greater flame 
[| —_— thoſe fires, 


Which ſhall conſume the world,firſt make it tame; 
And kindle in our hearts ſuch true defires, 


As may cgnſume our lufts, and make thee way. 
Then ſhall our hearts pant thee;then ſhaÞwur brain 
All her invention on thine Altar lay, 

And there in hymnes ſend back thy fire again: 


Our cyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſaw duſt; 
Duit blown by wit, till that they both were blinde: 
"Thou ſhalt recover all chy goods in kinde, 


Who wert diflcized by uſurping luſt: 


All knees ſhall bow to theez all wies ſhall riſe, 
And praiſe him who did make and mcnd our cies, 


«© —_ 
L — ” 


« The Temper. 


[ w ſhould I praiſerhee , Lord! how ſhould my 
Gladly engrave thy love in\ſtee], ( rymes 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes , 


My ſoul might ever feel! 


Al- 


47 The Church. , 
Although there were ſome fourtic heav'ns, ar more N 
Somerimes I peere aboye them all; | 
Sometimes 1 h:rdly reach a ſcore; 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 


Orack me not toſuch a vaſt extent; 
Thoſe diſtances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 

A grave tco big for me. 


Wile thou mcet arms with man, that thou doſt fixetch 
A crumme of duſt from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meaſure with a wrerch? . 
Shall he thy ſtature ſpell? 


Oler me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O let me rooſt and n:ſtle there: 
Then of a finner thou art rid, 


And I of hope and fear, 


et take thy way3for ſure thy way is beſt: 
Stretch or contra me thy poore debrer: 
This is but tuning of my brceaft, 
To make the mulick beter, 


Vhether T flic with anzels, fall with duſt, 
Thy hinds made both, and I am there. 
Thy power and Loye ,my love and truſt 

Make one place c'ry where. 


LO —_— 


« The Temper. 


T cannot be, Whereis that mightie joy, 
Which juſt now took up all my heart? 
Lord, if thou muſt necgs uſe thy dart, 

'ethat, and me; or fin for both deſtroy. 


The 


43 The Charch. 


O &x thy chair of tha all my powers 
den ——— 
For when thoudoRt depart from hence, 
They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. 


kr f—— * 
ven move 
Let Court remove, 

Bur keep a ſtand; ie in me. 


— —— — 


q Jordan. 


Ho ſayes that tions onely and falſe hair 
Become a verſe? Is there in truth no beamid 
Is all good ſtrufture in avyinding ſtair? 
May no lines paſle, except they do their durtic 
Not to a true, but painted chair? 


Is it no verſe, except enchanted groves 

And ſudden arbours ſhadovy coucſe-ſpunne lines? 

Muſt porling ſtreams refreſha lovers loves? 

Muſt all be vyaild, while he that reades, divines, 
Catching the ſenſe at two removes? 


herds arc honeſt z let them fing\; 
ar iron oy v7 yur yes 
I envic no mans ni le or ſpring: 
Nor let chem puniſh me vvith loſie of ryme , 
Who plainly ſay, My Ged, My King. 


« Employ 


The Chupe! 7" ol 
4 Employment. 


F 2s 2 flowre doth ſpread and dic, 
T Thou would extend me to ſome awed; 
I; fore I yvere by froſts extremite 
Nipt itt the bud ; 


They freeernefie and the praiſe vere thine: 

ick in thy garland J Gold Glee 

1icamyr y - , mine 
Az thy graaziiocns, 


For as thou doſt i 

The noni up dw 

he meaſure of our joyes is in this place, 
The ſtuffe yrith thee, 


Ler me not languiſh then,and f; 

A life as barren to a 

is the duſtto which chat life doth tend, 
But with delaies. 


All things are buſie ; onely 1 

Neither bring hony with the bees, 

or flowres to make cthat,nor the husbangric 
To yater theſe. 


I amno link of thy great chain, 

But all my compane is a weed, 

2rd place me in thy conſort; give one ſtrain ' 
T 0 my poorc reed, 


C © The 


Tk Cheek 


ON aeterryine, wt > tony le, 

n a gain, 

Precious ief i ; 

To deare the breaf, to oldie all Fin 

Thou art all healcbyhealdh heivingyill it maky 
"A fall cxmmmain;3hon ors 6 mai; 


Of ſtrange delights, whore we may viſh & c: 
Ladies, look here ; this is the chankfull ylaſle 


That mends the Jookers eyes: this is the vyell 
That waſhes what jt Who can indeare 
Thy praiſe too much ? thou art heav'ns Li 

Working agaunkt the ſtates of death and hell. 


Thou art joyes hand(ell: heav'n lies flat in the: 
Subje& to &v'ry mcunters bended knee, 


IL 


O*® that I kneyy how all thy l;ghts combine, 
And the configuranons of their glorie! 
Scerng not onely how each verſe doth ſhine, 
Bur all the conſtellations of the Rorie, 


This verſe matks that and both do make a motion 
Unpaid thor wo lexver of doth he: 

as diſperſed her $ do watch a potion, 
Tſe three rake up ſorge Chriſtians deſtinie; 


And my life mak 
Aid commentyon tro in or'y hang 
bring, 


And i 
in ahtother make me underſtood 


appeare: 


chey might mend chair ages 4 not 
wages, and ferye here, 


_> The Church. 
Thou ſhutrt the doore,and-keep'ſt within; 
Scarce a gool joy cieeps hrough the chunk 

_ Andif the braves + au'ring finne 

Did nor excite thice, ve ſhould wholly ſink. 


Lord we 
The ſame ſweet God of love and light: 


Reſtore this day, for at Name, 
Uno tus ancient — right. 


FY 


y_ 


clange,rhou art the ſame; 


q Grace. 
Doth my dull husbaudric improve: 
'© let thy graces without ceaſe 
Drop from above! 
Thy todd hngronpe 
z prove, 
Drop from Tow 


The dew doth ev'ry morning fall 
And full he Gen ddover 
The devy, for which cannot call, 
Drop from aboye, 


Death is fill working like 4 mole, 

And digs my grave at each remove: 

Let grace work w00,9nd on my foul 
Drop from above. 


Sinne is hill | heart 
Unto a tarteſ od of love: 

* Let fuppling ro $ art, 
oY Drop from above, 


} ws 


53 The Charch. 


O come! for thou doft knovy the way. 
Or if to me thou wile not move, 
* Remove me where 1 need nor fay, 
Drop from aboye. 


q Praiſe, 
write a verſe or rwo, is all the praiſe, 
That I can raiſe : 
Mend my eſtare in any wayes, 
Thou ſhalt mores 
$ 
I go to Church; me to and I 
S " Will thither flic ; 
Or,if I mount uato the slge, 
I will do moxe, 
Man is all weakneffe ; there is no ſuch thing 
* As Prince or King: 
His arm is ſhorty yet with a ſling 
He may do more. 
An herb diſtill'd, and drunk,may dwell next doore, 
On the Gme floors, 
To a brave ſoul : Exalr the poore, 
They can do more, 


O raiſe me then! Poore bees,that work all day, 
Sting my delay, 
Who have a work,1s well as they, 
And much,much more. 


qo Afﬀition, a 
| NM me not ev'ry day, 
Thou Lord of life; ſee thy one death for me 
—— my deaths can be, 
I in broken 
Die over each houre of Metalems fag 
ww ke 


If 


Thin by a ſunne-beam I ill clunbe to thee. 


34 The Church. 


Tf all mens tears vere let 


Thou Lord conceal it not: and as thou art 
All my ty ſo albmy ſmart: 
crofle took up in ong, 
#4 way of impreſt, all my future mone. 


————————_ 


— 


@ Martens. 


I Cannot ope mine eyes, 
But thou art there to carch 
My morning-ſoul and facrifice : 
Then we ET he a mack. 


My God,what is a heart? * 
Silver, or gold,or one, 
Or ſtarre,or jor 2 part 
©t all theſe thipgs,or all cf them in one? 


My God, what is a heart, 
Thar thou ſbouldſt it mY wooe, 
Powring upon it all an, 
As if that thou hadſt nothing cls to do? 
Indeed mans whole eſtate 
Amounes (and richly) to ſerve thee: 
He did not heav'n andearthcreate, 
Yer ſtudies themgnot him by whom they be. 


Teach-me thy love to know ; 
That this new light, which nove 1 ſee, 
May both the work and workman ſhow: 


C9 


o 


The Church, 
CE Sinne. 
That I could a firine once fee! 
We paine the devil foul; he 
Hath ſome good in him,all agree. 
Sinne is flat oppoſite to th? Almighty,ſceing 
It yants the good of wermue, being. 
But God more care of us hach had: 
4" If apparitions make us ad, 
By tight of finne we ſhould grow mad. 
Yer asin cep weſee foul death, and live; 
So devils are our finnes in perſpetive. 


_ _— 


—_ 


q Even-ſong. 
| be the God —_— 
Who gave me eyes, and light,and power t 
ROO 4, 7 " 
But much more bickt be == + 


Who gave me fizht alone, 
Which to himGelf he did denie: 
For when he ſees my waies, I die: 
But I have got his ſonne, and he hath none. 


What have I brought thee home 
For this thy love? have I diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this dayes favour did beger? 
I ranne; but all I brought, was fome. 


Do end in bubbles,balls of winde; 
\ Of winde to thee whom I have croſt, 
bnbteet ndle-Oe wo mp ended nies, {oo 
ce 


EXE A__— 4 


——_— 


The Church. 


58 wy 
| Yer ftdl thou goeſt on, 
——_— ny ets 
ing to man, Jr doth ſuffice: 

Henseforth repoſe; your work i done. 


Thus in thy Ebony box 
Thou doſt inclole us, till the day 
Put our amendment in our way, 
And give nevy wheels to our diſorder'd clocks. 


I muſe, which ſhoves more love, 
T he day or night: thatis the gale, this th/harbour, 
That is the walk, 'and this the arbourz 
Qs that the gazden, this the gyove. 


_ My God, thou art all love. 

ot ane poore ratnute (capes tHy breaſt 
| _ Bur brings a favour from aboyc; 
And in this love, more then in bed , I reſt. \ 


mm 


q Church-monuments. 


= that my ſovl repairs to her devorion, 
Here I intombe my fleſb,that it berrmcs 
May take acquaintance of thus heap of duſt 

To whichthe blaſt ofdeaths inceitanc yocion, 
Fed with the cxhalation of our cruncs, 
Drives all at laſt. Therefore I gladly cruſt 


My bodie to this ſchool, that it may learn 

TT 0 ſpell his clements,and finde his birth 
Written in duſtie heraldric and lines ; 

Whuch diſſolution ſire doth beſt diſcern, 
Companng duft with duſt,and carth with carth. 
Thel tamgh ar Jeary and dlarble pur for fignes 


To 


To ſever the good ſc llowſhip of "wy 
And ſpoil the meeting, What ſhall point out them, 
When they ſhall dep ARaR kaecl,and fall down Gaz 
To wes r= 6 þ "hen gow they heve in ruſt 
Deare fleſh, whil do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
And true deſcent ; tha nine hen det gary fon 


And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayſt know, 
Thar fleſb is bur the glaſſe which holds the duſt 
That meaſures all our time; which alſo 1-11 

Be crumbled inzoduſt. Mark bere below 

How tame theſe aſhes are, hoyv free from luſt, 
That thou mayſt fir thy (clf againit thy £:ll. 


_ 


| — — — CU — 


«t Church-muſick. | 
Qiicerel of (weers, I thank you: when diſpleaſure 
Did through my bodic wound my minde, 
You took me thence, and in1 your houſe of pleaſure 
A daintic lodging me afsign'd. 


Now 1 Ronen bodice move, 

Riſing and falling with your wings: | 
We both nave ſweetly live and bn. b, 

Yet lay ſometimes, God help poore Kenge 


Comfort, 'Tle dicz for if you poſte from me, 
Sure I ſhall do ſoand much more: 
Bur if I travell in your companic, 


You know the veay i@ leavcns doore. 


— tt 


© Church-lockand key. 

T ilk Baooemaag-— > =" SER 
« And biades chy lands; 

ter © of ye my pears; 


—_— 


-——_ =-- 


48: Chu re, 4 
But as cold hands are angrie with the fire, 
And mend it lll. 
| So I do hy the wan of my deſire, 
| Noton my finnes,or , but thy will. 


| [er beare;O God,cacly for his blovds Gke | | 
Por finnes ſtones they make. 
Fit meh mee 


| = —_ — 
| « The Church-floore.. 


the floore?rhat ſquare & ſpeckled ſtone, . 
fv7/ a Which. looks ſo firm and — 
Is Patience: 


arhereynth'cach one 
m_—— | 


The genile riſing, which on either hand 
Leads to the Quire above, 
Is Confidence: 


But the fyveet cement; which in one ſure band 
Ties the whole frame,is Love - 
And Charitie. 


Hither ſomerimes Sinne ſteals,and ſtains 
The marbles neat and curious veins: 


Bl all is cleanſed yyben the marble weeps. 
Sometimes Death, mou — 


Ab while he thinks to —_— ſverps. 


And th —_ 


 — - CE TT SES 


= ”"- 


h . -Bleſt be the- , whoſe arr 
0. Gould build o tcong in a weak heart. 
Ko | 4 The 


The C 39 


q The Windows. 


Ord,how can man preach thy eternall word? 
He is = __— lafſe; 
mg dr. d 

glorious and tranſcendent place, 

To be a yindow; through thy grace. 


But when _ doſt anneal in glafic thy Qtorie, 
thy life to ſhine within 
The holy Packers, r on the light and gloric 
More rev'rend grows, and more doth win; 
Which elſe ſhows watriſh,bleak, and thin, 


DoRrine and life, colours and light, in one 
When they combine and mingle,bring 
A ſtrong regard and aw: bur {| io alone 
"Doh h vaniſh hike i& thing, 
And inthe care not a ience ring. 


| _—. —t_— -_ _ ——_— 


q Trinitie Sunday. 


Ocd, who haſt form'd me out of mud, 
And haſt redeem d me through thy bloud, 
And ſan&:k'd me to do —_ 


Putye all my finnes done heretofore: 
For I confeſſe my heavie ſcore, 
And 1 will firive to fane no more, 


Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me, 
Wrth faith,yith hope,vith charine; 
4 hat I ay runge, riſezeſt yntÞ cher, - 


T'C: ww 


A/ 


Px 


CF Content. 


Eace murv'ring thoughts,and do nor to keep 
Withea the evalls of your La ar a 

Who cannot on his own bed ſweetly ſleep, 

Can on anothers hardly reſt. 


Gad — EE 


an untraingd or paſhon, 
Fo court each place or Fram. gr 4th fall, 
Is wantonnefle in contemplation. 


Mark how the fire in flints doth quiet lie, 
Content and warm t't (elf alone: 

But when ic would 'to others eye, 
Without a ut never ſhong. 

Giye me the pli-nt minde, whoſe gentle meaſure 
Compliecsand ſuits with all eſtates ; 


Which can let looſe to a crown,and yet with pleaſure 
Take up within a cloiſters gatcs. 


This ſoul doth ſpan the world, and hang content 
From either pole uno the centre: 
Where in cach room of the vell-furniſtx reme 
He lics warm,and without advcatuze, 


The brags of life are but a nine daycs wonder: 
And after death the fumes that ſpring 
From puvate bodies, make as big 4 thunder, 
As thole which ail from a hugc King, 


Onely thy Chronicle is loſt ; and ycr 
Better by worms be all once ſpent, 
Then to hve hellifh moths ſtill gnaw and tree 
"Thy namein books, whiuch may _—— 


When all thy deeds, whoſe bruaz thon feeFft alone, 
Are chaw'd by ochers pens and tangue; | 
Aad az their wit is, thew | 
Thy nouriſh fame is weak or ſtrong, 
Then ceaſe diſcourfing ſoul, till thine own ground 
Do not ſelf or friends importune. 
He that by ſeeking hath himſelf once found, 
Hath cver found a happic fortune. 


oil The Quidditic. 


Y God, a verſc is not a 
No peint of honour, or gay ſc, 
No hawk, or banquet, ewnown , 
Nor a good ſword, nor yet zluce: 


It cannot vault, or dance or pliy; 
It never was in France or Spain; 
Nor can it entertain the day 
With a great ſtable or demain: 


 Jrisno office, art, or news, 
Nor the Exchange, or bufie Hall 
Bur it 1s that whuch while 1 uſe 
] am wichthee, and Moſt rake ad. 


———_— 


« Humilitie. 
" 7 Saw the Vertmes ſitting hand in hand 
[ fo ſev'rall ranks upvun an azure throne, 
Where all the beaſts ayd forwls by their command 
Preſented tokens of ſubmiſſion. 
Hunmulitic, who fat the loweſt there ' 
Tocxecut their call, 
When by the beaſts the preſens tendred were, 
Gave thern about _ 


| ”,* 


— 


Deere earth fine or bays. 
a3, 1 think my foot rt n+ 


reo. 
The angrie Liondid preſent his paw, 
Which by conſent was giv'nto Manſuctnde: 
'The fearfull Hare her cares, which by their lavy 
Humilitie did reach to Fortitude. 
"——_ ————— 
hat went ro Temperance: 
Oa Juſtice was beſtow'd the Foxes brain, 
KilVd in the way by chance. 


Of that brave gift, each one began to 
And challe = to his place, 
"Till rhey fell our: w | m——— Is 
| They leapt upon the throne; 
Aidif the Fox had liv'd to rule their 64e, 
They had depog'd cach one. 
Humulitie, who held the plume, at this 
Did fo faſt, that the tears erickling down 
I's all che train; then ſaying, Here it is 
For which ye wrangle, made them turn their froven 
Againſt the beaſts: ſo joynrly bandying, 
drive them ſoon away; 


And then amerc'd them, double gifts to bring 
Art the next Seſſhon-day. 


e Frailtic. 
- Ord, in my filence how do | deſpiſe 
_—_—_ truſt 
Is hogour, riches, or ; 
__ ole ak duff 
I ſurname them guilded clay, 


y wa 


Þw 


. . 


' Burwhen 1 view abroad both Regia 


That which was »doth quickly riſe, | 
And prick mine cyes. | 
O brook nor this, leſt if yhat even now: 
My foot did tread, 
Afﬀront thoſe joyes, wherewith thou didſt endove, 
And face ved 
My pooreſoul , ey'n fick of love : 


It may a Babel 


Commodious to conquer hexv'n and thee 
in me. 


«& Conſtancic.. 


' Ho is the honeſt man? - 
To God, his neighbour, Glmoſi true: 
Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpinae, or wrench from giving all ther duc, 


Whoſc-honeſtie is noe - 
So loaſe or cafe, that a ruffling winde 
Gan blow away, or gun look it blinde: - 
Who rides his ſure and even trot, 
Wile the vorld now rides by,now lags behinde. 


Wha, when great cralls come, 
Nor ſeeks, nor ſhunnes thems but doth calmly flay, 
[Till he the he net weigh: 
into a ſumme, 


All being 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


, -  +—— 

Lew thing a trick or 

For above all re. + bg rnd eceit: 
Hicweiotmds end faſhion roo 

All of a piece, and all are cleare and ſtraight. 


Who never melcs or thiws 
At cloſe tentations; when the day is donc, 
His goodneffe ſets not, but in dark can runne: 
The ſunne to others writeth lzws, 
And is their vertue; Vertue is his Sunne. 


Who, whes he is to treat 
With ſick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions ſway, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: 
Whom orhers faulcs do not defeat; 


But chouzh men fail him, yer his part doth play, 


Whom nething can procurc, 
When the wide yorld runnes bias, from his will 
To writh: his limbes, and ſhare, not mend che ill. 
This is the Marck-man, ſafe and ſure, 
Whe {till is right, and prayes to be (o ſtill, 


q_ Aficion. 


Y heart did heave, and there came forth, O God! 
Ms, thes I hve ce chew ra inche gricf, 


To guide nd gon ep ny enter, « 
Hadſt chou not had thy part, 
ſar yy ſym ha 


= 
—_ 


The Church, & 
Burt Gace thy breath gave me both life and ſhape, 
Thou knowRt my allies; and when there's a{sign'd 
So much breath to a ſigh, whar's then behiade? 
Or if ſome yeares with it eſcape, 
The figh then onely is 
A gale co bring me ſooner to my bliſle. 


Thy life on earth vas grief, and thou art lil} 
Conſtant unto it, making it to be 
A point of hongur, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer ill. 
They who lament ane croſſe, 
Thou dying daily, praiſe thee to thy lofſe. 


CF The Starre. 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
Bukeee beams ſurround —_— faces 
Canſt thau be any where 
So well as there? 


Yer, if thou wile from thence 
Take a bad lodging in my heart ; 
For thou canit make a debter, 
And make it berrer. 


Firſt with thy fire-work burn to duſt 
Folly, and worſe then folly, luſt : 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make it b 


So diſc 'd from finne and fickneſſe, 
Touch it with thy celeſtial quicknefſe, 
| That it may hang and move 

Atter thy love, 


66 The Church. 


That ſo the reſt I may 
Gliter, andcurle, and winde 15 they: 
That winding is their faſtuon 
Of adoration. 


thou . , *..4 
EN fic Hala, Fo | - =q toy 


Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-ſtreams. 


—— 


<q Sunday. 


O Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud), 
Th'indorſement of ſupreme _—_ 
Wrir by a fricnd, and with his bloud; 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay: 
'T he yyeck were dark, but for thy lighs: 
Thy torch doth ſhove the way- 


The Charch. 


The other dayes and thou 
= up one man; whole face thou art, 
nocking at heaven with thy brow: 
The worky-daics are the back-partz 

The burden of the week les there , 
Making the whole to ſtoup and boyy, 


Till thy relcaſe appeare. 


Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endlefie death : bur thou doſt pu 
And turn us round to look en one, 
Whom, if ve were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe bur look on ſtill; 
Since there is no place ſo aloge, 

The which he dothnot filL 


They are the fruitfull beds and bordets 
la Gods rich garden : that is bare, 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 


The Sundies of mans life, 
Thredded together on times ſtring, 


The Church. 


. 

| This da Sawiour ruſe, 
And did incloſe this light for his: 

| "That,ascach beaſt his manger knoves, 

| Man might not of his fodder mifle. 

| Chiiſthathtookinthispiece of 

' And made a garden there for thoſe 

Who want herbs for their yround. 


I 


The reſt of our Creation 
Our great Redeemer did remove 
With the ſame (ke, which at his paſſion 
Did th'earth and all things with it move. 
| As Samſon bore the doores away, 
'' Chriiſts hands, nail'd, yrought our ſalvation, 


The brightnefſe of that day 
j} Weſullicd by our foul offence: 
+ Wherefore that robe we caſt avray, 
fl Having a new at his expenie, 
Whoſe drops of bloud paid the full price, 
That was requir'd to make us gay, 
And fit for Paradiſe. 


Thou arta day of murth: 


And where the trail on ground, 
Thy flight is hi ,99 thy bh. 
O ler me rake at the , 

ing with thee from (ey'n to ſeven, 


Till that we both, being to(s'd from caryi, 
Flic hand in hand to heaven! 


« Avarice. 0 


The Charch. 


q Avarice, 


Oney,thou bane of blifle,& ſourſe of wo, (fine? 
Whence comv'{t thou, thar thou arr (© and 
I know thy parentage is baſe and loyy: Mo 

Man found thee poore and dirne trramine, 


Surely thou didft ſo linle _— a 
To this great kingdeme , which thou novy haſt got, 
That he was tain, when chou yer: deſtirmee, 

To digge thee our of thy dark cave and grotz 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright: 
Nay, thon haſt got the face of man; for we 
Have with our {tmp and ſer] transferr'd our right: 
Thou arr the man, and man bur droſlt ro thee, 


Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich 
And while hc digs out thee, fallsin the ditch. 


Many 
ane] Anny $omas. 
© bear — doth preſene, 
In whom the Loyd of Goff dad pitch tus tent! 


— 


F) 
—C 


q Toall Angels and Saints. 

Of glorious ſpirits, who after all bands 

Se the moo ac of God, vchouafrows | 
mag & 


Where ev'ry one is king, and hath his crown, F 


If nor upon tus head, yer in ha hands : 


— 


70 The Church, 
Ne atheſ 

Do I forbear to craveyour ſpeciall aid. 

My vows to , Maid, 
And Mother of my God, in my diftrefle, 
Thou art the Mine, whence came the gold, 
T_— — 1 — EY 
Thou artthe Cabinet where the jeveell lay; 
Chicfly ro thee would I my ſoul unfold: 


But novv (alas !) I dare not ; for our King, 
Whom ve do all joynely adore and prailc, 


Bids no ſuch thing; 
'And where his pleaſure no injunRion layes, | 
CTis your cyn caſe) ye never move a wing. 
All worſhip is ive, and a lower 
"I whom lies al 
Cyan fie che ft hows 
"Therefore ve dare not from his garland ſteal, 


To nike « police for inferiour power. 


g 

| }: 

Al then others court if ye know 

What's on carth, vve att nor fare the worſe, E 
L 


Man is no ſtarre , but a quick coal 
Of mortall fire: 

Who blows it not, nor doth controll 
A faint defire, 

Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul. 


When th'elements did for place conteſt 
With him, whoſe will 
The cacth (at (hill, 
And by the others is oppreſt, 


Life is a buſanefſe , not good cheer 
Ever in warres. 
The ſunne ſtill hineth there or here, 
Whereas the ſtarres 
Watch an advantage to appeare. 


Oh thacT were an -tree, 
That buiie plant) 
Then ſhould Iever laden be, 
And never want 
Some fruit for him that drefiied me. 


But we are ſtill coo young or old: 
The man is gone, 
Bc fore vve do our wares unfold : 
$0 we freexz on, 
Unctill the grave increaſe our cold. 


— A 
 ——— 


© Deniall, 


My breaſt was full of fears 
Aad diorder; 


My bent choughes, like a brictle boy; 
Each took hi Or q— 
$ way to pleaſures 
|| Some to the yearres and drake th 
Of alarms. 
| Ronny vikeer, they fay, 
9 i atreqmrr it 


RP God, O come | 
Burno hearing, 


| | | © that thou ſboullit give dult a tongue 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| Tocrie to thee, 
| And then not heare it crying!all day long 
My heart yvas in my knee, 
But no hearing, 


3s Therefore my ul ay ou of gh 


run'd, 
My _— Rn to look os 


_— 


O cheer and tune my heartlefſe breaſt, 
; Deferre no time ; 
118 That ſo thy favours granting my re = 

and my minde may 

And mend my ryme. 


EY pem——— — < — 
1 Chriſtmas. 
ACS 281 rid one day 

My horſe and 1, both tir'd, bode arulminde, 


| With full crie of affeQtions, que altray; 
| 4 Jtookup in the next inne Loould inde, Toes 


8, 


The Charch, 
The men I came,whom found bu toy dexre, 
A _—_ Lord, expeRing cill the 

pleaſures 


me to there 
To be all paſſengers ſweet relief ? 


nnd 
To hi Em (a ER «thy right, 


Furniſh & deck my ſoul, that thou 
A bener lodging then rack or vo 


He thepherds ing ; and ſhall I Glent be? 


af 8 aber a flock it feeds 


words,and deeds, 


my, 
hana Cn whercfor he ſhould 
Himſelf the candle ho 
I wall a ef 7 nn 
{wry raphy od 
willing ſhiner, that hall ſhine as 
.o—_ froſt- fnnes ook dly. 
n we Cons any ne al our on day, 


is beams lull cheer. my ——_ both ſo tvyine, 
ill cy'n his beams fing, and my muſick ſhine, 


D « Un- 


The CharoB. 


© | Ungratefulneſle. 


Ord, with what bountix and rare clemencie 
Haſtthou redeem'd us from the grave! 
If thou hadſt let us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſuane, 
Aud his god moſt brave; 
Where now we (hill be ks then he, 


Thou haft but two rare cabinets full of treaſure, 
The Trinitie, and Incarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 
_ And made them jewcls to beroth 
The work of thy creation 


Unto =—_— Ire 


Whol frekling acceſſe denies: 
Thereforc thou doſt not ſhoyy 
_ = This to us, till death bloyy 
The duſt into our eyes: 


9 SON 
W- No om 


=== 


| - Bur "5 'd,a0d dark to chee: 


n thoy d&cmandeſt bur a heart, 
 Inkiipaieticabinet of b 
w inet of bone 
> — » x vechaaaes] 


| Defrauding thee, who gaveſt two for one. 
\ * 
il | 2 q Sighs 


+a *#&a Lb &<t 


m< hes (/ Wed 


IX 


HAazSyjzSH#H 


$ Sighs-and grones. 
OQDo not uſe me 
finnes | look not on my deſert, 
_— ! then thou wilt reform 
And not me: for thou onely art 
The mightic God, bur 1 a fillie worm 3 
O do not bruiſe me ! 


MASAZENS: 
Tillit rok out how nr racy; ohne 


Odo noufommnel, 


Oden ginde inch, 


Odo nar kill me 
With the turn'd vill of nome. 
hone pn tar of bloud, 
A part reg) f-hecors | Was: 
np we di'd for 
Odone [_ 


pur not thy 
Jarorhg bioer boy but O'may God, 
My God, retieve me! 


D 2 
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4 The World. 


| Loeeeregy 
was to lay, 

Thar cove he frume, 

Whereas they were _— y the ſame: 

Bur dew, quickly Iwept them all away. 


[Then Pleaſure camegwho liking nor the faſhion, 
—rT to make Balconer, Terraces, 

Till ſhe had weakned all by alteration: 

-, Bur rev'rend laws, and many a proclamation 


| Riſfſormed all at length with menaces. 


Then enter'd Siage,and with that Sycomore, 
Whoſe leaves firſt ſheltred man from droughc & devy, 
Working and winding ſkbly evermore, 

The inward walls and Soramers cleft and tore: 

But Grace ſhor'd theſe,and cut thar as it grew. 


Then Sizze combin'd with Death in a firm band 
Toraze the building to the very floore: 

Which they efteRed,none could them withſtand. 
But Lo»ve and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And buwlt a braver Palace then before. 


«* 
| 


bf 5 wm. 


Coloſl 


The Church. T7 
Colofl. 3. 3. 
Onr lift is hid with Chrift in God. 


Mr words & do both this notis 

hat LIFE hath with the ſun a double motion, 
The firſt 1s ſtraight, and our diurnall friend 
The other HD, and doth obliquely bend. 
One life is wrapt IN fleſhand ro earthz 
The other wiftds towards HIM,yvrhoſe hippie birth 

\ Taught me to live here fo, THAT ſilt one eye 

aim and fhoora thit which 15 on high: 

Quite with daily labor all aft pleaſure, 
To gan at harvefs an erernall TREA fire. 


—_— — 
p—_ 


q Vanitie, 


Ts flect Aſtronomer can bore _... , 
And thred the ſpheres with his quick-piercing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks from d60te to doore, 
Surveys, 2s if he had defign'd R 
To make 1 ach there: he ſees their dances, 
And knoweth long before 
Both their full-ey'd aſpe&s, and lecret glances, 


The nimble Diver with his file | 
| Cuts through the working waves,chat he may fetch © 
" | His deerly-carncd pearl, which God did hide _ 

On purpoſe from rhe vetitrous wretch; 
That, he might Gave his life, and alſo hers, © © 
Who with exceſſive pride 
Her oyn deſtruQtion and his Sm —_— 
SJ 


: 


The 


- - 


The Church. 


7B 
The ſubtil Chymick can deveſt 
And ID he finde 
T he callow ples within their neſt: 
imparts to them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before a 
They appeare trim and dre 
To REO 1; oor doore; + 


What hath not man ſought out and found, 

' But his deare God? who yer his glorious lavy 

' Emboſomesin us, mellowing the ground 

| With ſhawres and froſts, with love and avy; 
$o that we need not ſay, Where's this command ? 

- Poore man,thou ſcarcheſt round 

' (To findeout dearbbur miſleſt life at hind. 


—_— 


« Lent. 
va J Elcome deare feaſt of Lent.ywho loves not thee, 
He loves not Temperance, or Aurhoritie, 
But is compos'd of paſſion, 


The Scri bid us feſt; the Church (ayes, now: 
Giver dy diode hon route allow 
« To ey'ry Corporation, 


The humble ſoul compor'd of love and fear 
Begyns at home,and the burden there, > 
He (ayes, in things which uſe wrap any 
yes, in 1 ots 
Lam ſcandall zo'the Church, and not © 
- The Church is ſo ro me. 


True 


. 


True Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an'vceafion 
To uſe their temperance;ſceking no evaſion, 
When good is ſcalonable; 
Unlefle Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 
The obligation in us, make it lefie, 
And Power it felt diſable. 


Beſides the cleanneſſe of ſweet abſtinence, 

Quick thouzhts and morians at a ſmall cxpenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fulneſſe there are Nuttith fumes, 

Sowre cxhalations, and diſhoneſt rhcumes, 


Rovenging the delight. 


T hen thoſe ſame pendant profits, which the ſprinz 
And Eaſter ied - the thing, my 
And goodnefle of the deed. 
Neither ought othes mens abuſe of Lenr 
Spoil the good uſe; leſt by tht argument 
We forfeit all our Crced, 


Ir's true, we cannot reach Chriſts forticth day; 
Yet to go part of thatreligious way, 

Is better then to reſt: 
We cannot reach our Saviours puriticy 
Yer are ye bid, Be holy ev'n as be. 

In both ler's do our beſt, 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, 

Is much more ſure to meet with him, then one” ' 
Thar travelleth by.wayes. 

Perhops my God, thouzh he be farre before, 

May curn, and take me by the hand, and more + 


May ſtrengthen my decayes. 


D 4 
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Yer Lord inſtru& us to improve our faſt 
By ſtarving finne, and —— 

As may our controll: 
"Thar ev'ry man may revell at his doore, 


ot in his parlour _—_— the , 
N And among od. 


q Vertue. 


'cet day,ſo cool, ſo calm, ſo brigin, 
Ok bridall of the carth and $kie: 


| _ Thedew ſhall thy fall ro night; 
| For thou mu die. 


| k 
Sweet roſe,yehoſe hac angrie and brave Te 
Bids the raſhgrzer wipe his eye: W 
Thy root is ever 1n its grave, - 
thou muſt die. Hl 
| TI 
WW Sweet ſpring,full of (weet dayes and rofes, 

{| A box where ſrveers compadted he ; 11 

}| My muſick ſhows op yu cloſes, 

| And all ruſt dir. 


> ZZ ESSH 
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@ The Pearl. Marth, 3. 
T Know the wayes of Leatning; both the head 


What Reaſoti hach from Nature borrowed, 
Or of it ſelf , like a good hafwife, fpunne 

In laws arid pbliciey what the ſtarres conſpire, 
What wellling Natute ſpeaks,vvhar fore'd by fire; 
Both th' old diſcoverits,and the tirwe-foumd, [daz, 
The ſtock and farptus, cadfe and hiftorie: 

All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keycs: 

Yet I fove thee, 


1 know the wiyes of Honour,that maintains 
The quick returns of. courteſi# and vir: 
In vies of favours whether partie gains, 
When glorie ſwells the heart,and molderh it 
To all expreſſions both of hand and eye, - 
Which on the world a'true-love-knot may tie, 
And bear the bundle, whereſoe're it goes; 
How many drammes of ſpirit there muſt be 
To (ell my life unto my triends or foes: 

Yet I love thee. 


I know the wayes of Pleaſure,the fvecer ſtrains, 
The Jullings and the reliſhes of i ; 

The ons of hor blond and brans; 
What mirth and muſick mean; what love and wit 


I know the projets of unbrulled ſtare: 

My ſtuffe 15 brafle ; my ſenſes live, 
And grumble oft, that rhey have more in me 
Thea he that curbs them,being bur one to five; 
q Mx Yet I love thee, 


D-p 


And pipes that feed m/s make it runne3 - 


Have done theſe rwycntie hundred yeares,and more: + 


ce have hn 
ve 
Withall the circumſtances har may more? 
Be: Rrough the labyrinchs,nor my groveling wie, 
Bur thy wilt ler down from heay'n to me, 
Did both conduR and reach me, how by it 
To climbe to thee. 


z: 
þ 
7 
E. 


My thoughes are all a caſe of knives, 
Wounding my heart 
Wruh ſearer'd (marr, 

give flow'rs their lives. 

their furie can control, 


As . 
Nothi 


do-wound and frick my ſoul," 
==}, | 
X cements are let looſe to fight, - 
; And while live, inc om thes right, 


m_ COLETTI Wa ett. 4 . 
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_— _ 


| 


Oh help, my God! let not their 
: Kill ny 
And alſo thee, 
Who art my life: difſclve the knor, 
As the ſunne ſcatters by his lighe 
All the rebellions of the night. 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work for grief, 
Enter thy pay, 
| And day by day | 
Labour thy praiſc and my relief; _ 
Wah care and courage building me, * 
Till I reach heav'n, and much more thee, 


ith. —_——. 


—— 


4 Man. 


My God, 1 heard this 4ay, 

That none doth build a ſtately habitation, - 
Burt he that means to dwell therein. 
What houſe more ſtately hath there beca, 

Or can be, then is Man? to whoſe creation 

All things are in decay. 
For Man is ey ry thing, 

And more : Hes a tree , yet bears no frair; » 
A beaſt, yer is, or ſhould be more. 
Reaſon'and ſpecch we onely bring. 

Parrats may thank us,if they are not mure, 

They go upon the ſcore. 


Manis all f ie, * 


Full of = ps be ro another, - 
all to all the world beſides: 

_ _ Eachpart may call the fartheſt brother? 

_ Andboth withmoonsanduudes. 


"i 


i Verbs gladly or led bc thu they 
| Finde their acquaintance there 


| For us the windes do blow, 
y The earth doth reſt,heay'n move,and fountains flow, 
n_ ITY 


Each is full of 4 "I 
PC: 


' Then how are aB- things neat! 


More ferrams wait on Man, 
W Then heTeake nance of, :4n ev'ry path 
| He treads doyyn. that which doth befriend him, 
i When ficknefle makes him 
$3} Ob mightic love! Man is one yyor hath 
ſt - , ©  &nothert6 arrcad him, 


Since then , - A——. 
So brave a Palace bailtz O'dwell 


T hat it may dveell with thee a La 
Till then,atford 


«q Aatiphon. 
Chor PDRaled be the God of love, 


hmmm 
a To his friend, 
Men, And to his foe; 


Thar both grace and glorie cend 
yt Us of old, 
bn 

The great 

a Ang. Us did make, 
Men. For us vas ſold. 


He our fi brake: 
Hh Himes 


| Beer gS otra eng 

| | I | $1 that 

| Which I m—_— 
| Unto my friends intent and end, 

| I would not uſc a friend, 251 uſe Thee. 


Tf any touch my friend, or his good name, - 
It is my honour and my love to free 

His blaſted fame 
if From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame. - 
!!+ * Teould notuſea friend, as I uſe Thee, 


My friend may (pi my curious floore: 
Would he nk ar oper ir inftancly; 
But let the poore, 
And thou within them ſtirve at doore. 
I cannot uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee . 


WW} When that my friend pretendeth to a place 
Joui myo, and leave it free: "I 
| But when thy 
Sues for my heart, I thec diſplace; 
Nor would I ule a friend, as I uſe T hee. 


Yee can a friend what thou haſt done fulfill? 
© writein brafle, My God upon @ tree 
His bloud 444 ſpill 


 Trrwſt 1 — _-{ —_ 
e Lifc 


— 


4 = tT% wy 
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q Life. 
y Made a polic, while the day ran by: 
Here will I ſmell my remnant our, and tie 
life within this band. 
But time did beckenyo the 'rs;and t 
———_ — 
And wither'd in my hand. 


Who did ſo ſweetly deaths (ſad 
Making my minde to {mell 

Yer lugring the ſuſpicion. 
' Farewell deare flow'rs; freeetl time ye ſpenc 
Fir, while ye liv'd, forſmell — : 
' : | And after death for cures. - 

follow Raight without complains or-or1 

vince it my (ent be good, 1 care not if _ 

It be as ſhort as yours, 


— 
p 


FT Submiſſion, 
Ut that thou art my wiſdome, Lord, 
B And both mine eyes are thine, 
My minde would-be extzexmly ſhrr'd 
Were it not berter to beſtow 


How know I, if thouſhouldſt ime raiſe, 
—— 
Do fell apece. o 
Wherefore unto my c ſtant; 
I will no more 


Oncly do thin Rad mny a hand, 
_ 


we, yer thou doſt relive me: 
er 1 die by thee: 


,yet thou doſt reprieve me. 
Thy je me moſtly pat: 


Thy juſtice me 
IL yore 


_ == 
» wn yr ron ir loves 45. 
I canaot Skill ofch theſe my waycs. 


FEE SEEEE 
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nds: 
VV niteatrs Er onkk-t 


_ 


- The Chayc/ . 
- mans rod, when thou doſt ride, 
a weapon and a guide. 
WD hand, hath loſt lus gold: 
EE it, hath it rwice told. 


ogrewbelund deth not pray, 
tyo nights to ev'ry day. 
Who by aſperfiong throw a ſtone 
A: th'head of others, hit their oven. 
ho looks on with hamblc 
indes himfſclf there and ſocks to riſe. 


hen th' hair is ſyyeet through _ —_—_ 
he powder doth forget the d 


ake one from ten, and what remains? - 
en ſtill, if ſermons go for gains. 


In ſmllow waters hcav'n doth (hove; 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 


—— —_— a _ 


q Afflition. 
Y God, I read this day, 
hat platted Paradiſe veas noefo firm , 
wnsand is hy flormg Ark; whoſe ftay 
ang on es = 


firengthen tt in 


Wards do riſe —— rages 


Ar friſt wee liv'd in plexſtze, 
own delighe thou didſt to us impart : 
I 
omake us thine: yer ve fot 
Aa we at i dad fond ak te, 
Now thou wpuldſt raſte our miſerie. 


There is but joy and grief, 
If either will convert us, we are thine: 
Some —_ w'd the tirſ; if our relief 
Take up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſey'rall bairs in ether kinde 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. 


th a —_— _ ours; 
e are the trees, whom king faitens more 
Whule bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bowres, 
And ruffle all their curious knors and ſtore. 
- God, (© — joy and wo, 
Tharthy bright beams may tame thy bove. 


a th 


q Morrtification, 
Ow ſoon doth man decay! 
When clothes are taken from 2 cheſt © (weers 
To fwaddle infants, whoſe young breath 
Scarce knows the way; 
| Thoſe cloutsare little winding ſheets, 
Which do conligne and ſend them unto death, 


When boyes go firſt tobed, 
They ſtep into their y untarie grives; 
Sleep bindes them faſt; oncly their breach 
Makes them not dead: 
SucceſNive nighes, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for deuth. 
When is frank and free, 
Andcalls Pre rs his veins do ſwell, 
Al day exchanging mirch and breath 


| Fhar muſick ſummons to the knell, ; 
Which ſhullbefriend him at the ——— 


The Church, gr 


When man grows ſtaid and wilc, 
ing 4 houſe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes; 
Thar dumbe incloſure maketh Toye 
to the coffin, that attends his death. 


When age grows low and weak, 
larking his grave, and thawingev'ry , 
Til rand end drown hi Greans 
When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 
Which ſhall convey him to the houſe of death. 


Mtn, cre he is aware, 
Hath put together a ſolemnitie, 
And creſt his _ whule he bas breavh 
Az yet to . 
Yet Lord, inſtru toſo to die, 


That all theſe dyings may be life indeath. 


CY 
— cc _—_—_—  —_—_ 


q Decay. 


Core were the dayes , when thou did{t lodge with 
le with Jacob,fit with Gideon, (Lor, 
Adviſc with Abraham, yhen thy power could not 
Encounter Moſes ſtrong complaints and mone: 
Thy words were then, Let me alone. 


One might have ſought and found thee preſeru 
Arome fr oo CE 7 
ts my God this way? No, they would reply: 
He is to Sinai gone, as her tell : 2s 
Liſt, ye may heare great Aacons bell, 
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But now thou doſt thy (elf immure and cloſe 
In ſome one corner of a feeble heart: 
Where yet both Sinne and Satan , thy old foes, 
Do pinch and ſtraiten thee, and uſe much art 
To gain thy thirds and lctle part, 


IT ſec the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of iy great love once ſpread, azin an urn 
Doth cloſetup it ſelf, and ſtill retreat, 
Cold finne fill forcing it, till it return, 

And calling Juſtice, all things burn. 


Folly and Sinne play all his . 


His houſe ul barns ad he | doth ſing, 
497 tags 
r 


He lnowt it, fi be glaſſe. 


How canſt thou brook his foolifknefle> 
| Why,he'l not loſe a cup of drink fer thee: 
Bid him bur his excefle; 

Not he: be knows where hc can berter be, 
As he will ſwear, 

T hen coſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollutions doth he ved 
And make his own, asif none knew but hel 


T CE LEI 


The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 
or one poore minute, ſtumble ar a pinne: 
They would not have their ſcann'd, 
or any ſorrow tell them that they Gane , 
Thowzh it be ſmall, 
And meaſare notrheir fall. 


They quarrell thee, and would give over 
he bargain made to ſerve thee: bur thy love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
keix follics with the wing of thy milde Dove, 

Nor (uf riag thoſe 
Who would, to be thy foes. 


My God, Man cannot praiſe thy name: 


hou art all pa & puriie; 
The ſunne holds down his feed for ſhame, 
Dad with ecliples, when we ſpeak of thee. 
How thall infe&ion 
Preſurge oa thy perfeRipn? 


As dirtie hands foul all they touch, 
And thoſe things moſt, which are moſt pure and 
So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch 
0 ſing thy prauſes, make them lefle divine. 
Yet cither thus, 


Or none thy pornon is, 


Man cannot ſerve thee; let him go 
I ſerve the (wine : there, there is his delight : 
He doth not like this Vertuc,noz 
aive him his dirt to wallovy in all nighe : 
. Theſe Preachers make 
His head to ſhoot and ake, 


93 


hne: 


94. The Church. 


Oh fooliſh man,yvhere are thine cycs? 
How haſt thou loſt them in a croud of cares! 
Th En nerrt®, 
a th _ 
Thou mult go ſleep, or dine. 


though he knew ir not , 
_ < winks,and lers his humours reigne; 
They make his life a conſtant blor, 
bloud of God torun in vain. 
Ahwretch! what verſe 


- =o 
My God, 


@ Jordan. 
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q Jordan. 


WA firſt my lines of heav'nly joycs made men. 
Such was their laſtre, they did fo excell, (tion, 
That I ſought our quaint and trim myveation: 
My thoughes began to burniſh, ſprout, and ſwell, * 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention, 

Decking the ſenſe, as if it were to ſell, 


Thouſands of notions in my brain did runne, 
Oft"ring their ſervice, +1 were not ſped: 

I ofren blorted what I had beguane; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead. 
Nothing cquld ſeem too rich to clothe the ſunne; 
Much left thoſe joycs which trample on his head. 


As flames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
So did [ weave my (clf intothe ſenſe. 

Bur while 1 buftled, 1 ren ——_ 
Whiſper, How wide is all t Is prerence 

There is in love a ſweerneſſe hy, penny 

Copie out onely that, and ſave expenſe. 


— I—_— 


q Prayer. 
Ot what an caſe quick acceſle, 
y bletied Lord, art thou! how fi 
— May our requeſts thine care invade 
To ſh: w that ſtate diſhes not eakinefle. 
If I bur lift mine cyes, my ſuit is made: 
Tboweurdnomere no ear then thou caſe, 


- 
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Of what ſupreme almightie power 
De open ead well 
racks the centre to the ſphere! 

By it do all things live their meaſur'd houre: 
We cannot ask ing which is not there, 

Blaming the of our requeſt, 


Of what unmeaſurablc love 
Art thou poſſeſt,yyho,yehen thou couldſt not die, 
Werr fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 
And for our ſakes in ſinne reprove; 
That by which ty'd thy purſe, 
Thou might way for liberalitie! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, 

That werel to leave all bur one, 
Wealth, tame, endowments, vertucs, all ſhould go: 
I and deare prayer would together dyvell, 
And quickly gain, for each inchloſt, an ell. 


ww_ 


«& Obedience. 


Y God, if writings may 
Convey a lpany rey 
Whither the buyer and ler pleaſe; 


Ler it not thee diſpleaſe, 
If this poote paper do as much as they. 


On it my heart doth bleed 

As many lines, as there doth necd 
To paſſe irſe and all it hath to thee: 
To which 1 do =? 

And here preſenx it as wy ſpecial deed. 
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Tf that hereafter Pleaſure 
Cavill, and claim her part and meaſure, 
As if this paſſed with a reſervation, 
Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
1 here exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure, 


O let thy ſacred will 

All thy delight in me full! 

Let Te not think an aQion mine own way, 
But as thy love ſhall (way, 

Religning up the rudder to thy $kill. 


Lord, what is Man to thee, 

Thar thou ſhouldt minde a rotten tree? 

Yet fince thou canſt not chooſe but ſee my ations; 
So great are thy perfteRions, 

Thou maylt as well my a&ions guide, asſce. 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
Show'da ſtrange love to all our good: 
Thy ſorrows were in carneſt; no faint profiler, 
Or ſuperficiall offer 
Of what we might not take, or be withſtood, 


Wherefore I all forgo: 
To one word onely I ſay, No. 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He that will paſle his land, 
As I have minc, may ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
To both our goods, if he to it will Rand, 


F 


af 4 " 
ated 


How happie were my part, 
If ſome kinde man thruſt his hearr 
| as om 
0 were by winged 
| Entred for both, farre above ther* deſert! 
| p_—_— —_— _ _ —_— 
| q Conſcience. 


HR—_— 4 — A _z 


PEice pratler,do notlowre: 
| Not afair look; but thou doſt call it foul: 

ſ Not a freer diſh, but thou doſt call it ſore: 

| rms +a, _ 

| B Ing to ing tears 

0 mares Oy Lou eyes and cares. 

q! Pratler, no more, I ſay: 

't My thoughts malt work, but like a noiſcleſſe ſpher 
|} Harmomouspeacemult rock them all the day. 

1 +, Noroom for pratlers there. 

| | If thou perfiſteſt, 1 will tell chee, 

l That Thave phyſick toexpell thee. 

't - Andthereceicfullbe 

| | M _— bloud: when _=__ —— 

Ido but raſte it, ſtraighe it cleanſerh me 

| And leaves thee not a word, ; 

| No, nbt a tooth or mail to ſcrarch, 


® _ pw % 


a 3 *o. me D-0_ 


; 


And at my ations carp, or catch. 


Yer if IEA, hgh 
| Beſidesm ick, knovy there's ſome for thee: 
Bo ny err n #6: or blf 
| {For thoſe that trouble me: 
The bloudie croſſe of my deare Lord 
Ls boch my phyfick and my (word. 


- C1 ; 
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q Sion. 
Ord, with what g orie waſt thou ſerv'd of d, 
Lovin Solomons ſtood and fl 

were of pureſt golg: <7 


-—woncar cog embelliſhed 
With flowers and carvings, myſticall and rare : 
All ſhow'd the bulders, crav'd the feers care. 


Yer all this glorie, all this pomp and ſtate 

Did not affeR thee much, was not thy aimz 
Something there was, that ſow/d debate : 
Wherefore thou ; thy agcient claim; 

And now thy Archite meets with Gnac; 

For all thy frame and fabrick is within, 


There thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſh heart, 

Which ſomer:tmes croflerh thee, thou ſometimes it: 
The fight is hard on either 
Great God doth fight, he doth ſubmit. 

All Solomens {ca of brafle and world of ſtone 

Is not ſodeare to thee as one good grone, 77 


And truly brafſe and ones are heavie things, 
Tombes for the dead, not t fit for thees © 
Bur grones are quick = wings 
And all their motions \ ba 

And ever as they mount, like 
The note is ſad, yet muſick tor aprons 


M_ 


Home. 


Ome Lord, my head doth burn, my heart which 
Whale thou doſt ever, ever ſtay; * 
Thy long deferrings wound me to the 


My ſpeed nentany. 4 1 
Or Che mewprorie| 
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F Hewcanſt ——— the pacc 
The bloud did makegwhuch thou didſt waſte? 
When T behold it trickling down thy face, 
I never ſaw thing make ſuch haſtc. 
| O ſhow thy ſelf to me, 
Ortake me uptothce! 


| 
| 
fy When Minwas loſt, thypitic lookt about 
| 
| 


Toſce what help in th'carth or skie : 
But there was none; atleaſt no help without: 


| T he helpdid in thy boſome hee. 
Othowe thy, &c. 


*L here lay thy ſonne: and muſt he leave that neſt, 
T har hive of ſcernefle, ro remove 
*] lraldome from thoſe, who would not at 2 feaſt 
| Leave one poore apple for thy love? 
O ſhow thy, &c. . 


a4 

{ He did, he came. Omy Redeemer deare , 

| After all thiscanſt thou be ſtrange? 

& many yeares baprtiz'd , and not appeare? 

As if thy love could fail or change. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


Yet if thou ſtayeſt fill, why muſt T ſtay ? 
My God, whatis this world to me? 


What is this weary world, this meat and drink, 
Thar chains us by the tcerth ſo fait? 

What is this woman-kinde, which I can yank 
Into a blackneſſe and diſtaſte? 

O thovy thy, Kc, 


With one (mall izh thou gav'ſt me th'other day 
I blaſted all the joyes abour me : 
And ſcowlin; on them as they pin'd away, 
Now come again, ſaid I, and flout me, 
O ſhow thy ſclf ro me, 
Or take me up to'thee | 


Nothing but drought and dearth, bur buſh and brake, 
Which way ſo-e're I look, I (ce. 
Some may dream merrily, butwhen they wake, 
T hey drefle themſclves and come to thee. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


We talk of harveſts; there arc no ſuch thun-s, 
But when we leave our corn and hay: 
Therc 1s no fruitfull yeare, but that which brings 
The laſt and lov'd, though dreadfull Cay, 
Oſhow thy, &c. 


Oh looſe this frame, this knot of man untic ! 
Thar my free ſoul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is pinion'd with morralitie, 
As an intangled, hamper'd thing. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What have I Icefr, that 1 hould Ray and grom: 2 
The moſt of me to hexw'n is fled: 

My thoughts and joyes ore all pack: up and gone, 
And for their old acquaintance plead. 


O ſhow thy, &c, 


Come deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 
My ficſh and bones and joynts do pray: 
Ang ev'n my verſe, when by the ryme and reaſon 
The word is, Stay, fayes ever, Come. 
O ſhow thy ſelf ro me, 
Or take me up to thee ! 


E 3 © The 
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I Joy, dcare Mother, when I view 
Thy perfc& lineaments, and hu: 
l Both ſweet and bright. 


Beaurie in thee takes up her place, 
And datcs her letters from thy face, 
When the deth write, 


A fine aſpe& in fit aray, 
Netuther roo mean, nor yet too giy, 
Shows who 13 bc(t 


Outlandiſh looks may not comparc: 
Fox all they cither painted are, 
Or clſe urdceſt. 


She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
By her prefcnt'd, 


Hath kiſs'd fo long her painted ſhrines, 
Thatcy'n her face by kiſſing flunes, 
| For her reward, 


She in the valley is ſo ſhic 
OF drefling, that her hair doth lic 
_ About her cares: 


Whale ſhe avaids her neighbours pride, 
Shc wholly goes on th' orher tide, 
And nothing wears. 


But deareſt Mother, (what thoſe mille) 


The mean thy praiſe and gloric 1s, 
And long may be. 


Blcfled be God, whoſe love it was 
To double-moat thee with his grace, 
NY And none but thee. 


q The 
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C The Quip. 


He merrie world did on 2 day 

With his train-bands and mates agree 
To _ ether, where I lay, 
And all in ſport to geere at me, 


Firſt, Beautie crept into aroſe, 

Which when I pluck: nor, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then Money came; and chinking ſtll, 

What tune is this, poore man? (aid hc: 

I heard in Mulick you had $kill. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me, x 


Then came brave Glorie puffing by 

In falks that whuſtled, who bur het , 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an eie- + 
But thou ſhalt anſwer , Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Converſation, 
And he would nceds a comfort be, 

And, to be ſhort, make an oration. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Yetwhen the houre of thy defi 

To anſwer theſe fine things come; 
Speak not at large, ſ1y, I am thine: 

And then they have their anſwer home. 


E 4 C Vanitic, 
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T Vanitic. 


Oore ſilly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lics low 
Whole fir delights on earth do creep and grow; 
To whom the Rarxes ſhine not (o fair, as eycs; 
Nor ſolid work, as falſe embroyderics: 
Heark and beware, leſt yhat you now do meaſure 
And write for ſiveer, prove a moſt ſoyvre diſplcaſure, 


O heare betimes, leſt thy relenting 
" = _— late! 
oO e heaven for ntun?, 
£ Is no hard -_z : 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, 
Let them love old; 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred flic: 
For they can neyerbe at reſt, 
Till chey regain their ancient neſt. 
Then filly foul take heed; for carthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 


w 


« The Dawning. 


' A Wake ſad heart, whom ſorrow ever drovvns: 
T ake up thine eyes, which fced on earth; - 
Li nfold thy forchead gather'd 1nto frowns: 
/ Thy Saviour comes, and with him murth: 
Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take, 
Bur thoudoſt ſhill lament, and pine, and crie; 
And fecl his death, but not tus vicoric. Fes: 


Ariſe (ad hearr; if thou doſt not withſtand, 


Chriſts reſurreion thine = be : 
Do not by hanging down break from rhe hand, 
Which 28 it riſeth, raiſeth thee: 
Ariſe, ariſc; 
And with his buriall-linen drie thine eyes. (grief 
Chriſt left his grave-clothes, that we might,ywhen 
Draws tcars,or bloud, not want an handkerchief. 


_W— 


« JESU. 


ESU 1s in my heart, his ſacred name , 

Is deeply carved there: but th'other week + 
A great affliction broke the lirtle frame, 
Ev'n all to pieces; which I went to ſeek: 
And ficſt I found the corner, where was 7, 
After, where E S, and next where T was graved. 
When I had got theſe parcels, inſtantly 
I ſat me down to ſpell them, and perceived 
That ro my broken heart he vvas I eaſe you, 

And to my whole is FE SQ. 


oo —_—_ — 


fd 


«\ Buſineſle, 


Anſt be idle? canſt thou play, 
Fooliſh ſoul who fuur'd to day ? 


Rivers run, and ſprings each one 
Know their home, and get them gone: 
Haſt thou tears, or haſt thou none ? 


If, poore ſoul, thou haſt no tears, 

Would thou hadſt no faults or fears ! 

Who hath theſe, thoſe il forbears. 
E $ 
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Windes ſtill work: it is their plor, 
Be the ſeaſun cold, or hot ; 

Halt thou ſighs, or haſt thou not ? 


If thou haſt no or grones, 
Would thou no fleſh and bones ! 
Leifer pains ſcape greater ones, 

But if yer thou idle be; 

Fooliſh ſoul, Who di'd for thee 7 
Who did leave his Fathers throne, 


To aſlume thy fleſhand bone, 
Had hc life, or hid he none ? 


If he had not liv'd for thee, 
Thou had{t d1'd moſt wretchedly; 
And rwo deaths had been thy tce. 


He ſo fare thy gooddid plot, 


That his own (elf he torgor- 
Did he die, or cad he not 2 


Tf he had not di'd for thee, 
Thou hadſtliv'd in miſcric, 
Two hyes worle thep *<q deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
'Twixt his s and Saviours death > 


He that loſeth gald, though drofle, 
Tells roall he Yn his crofle: 


He that finnes, hath he no loſle > 
He that findes a falver vein, 


ji Thinks on it, and thinks agiin : 


li Beings thy Saviown death no gain? 

Who in heart notever knees, 

Neither figne aor Saviour feels. 
4 Dilogue 
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« Dialogue, 
\Weeteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 
$ Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould I then controll _ 
Any thought of waving, 
Burt when all my care and pains 
Cannor give the nxmg of gains 


To thy wretch fo full of Rains; 
What delight or hope remains? 


What ( childe) is the balkance thine, 
T hive the poiſe and meaſure? 

If 1 /ay, Thou be mine, 
F inger not my treaſure. 

What the gains in beving thee 

Do amount 10, onely be, 

Who for man was ſold, can ſee, 

T bat trans ferr d th' accounts to me. 


Bur ms can ſee no merit, 
to this favour; 

So the —_ hi me for it, 

Is beyond my ſaronr. 
As the reaſon then is thine; 
So the way is none of mine: 
I diſclaim the wholc defigne 
Sinne diſclaims and I religne, 


That is all, if that 1 could 
Ge; without repining3 
And my «lay my creature would 
Follow wy repgnings _ 
That as | did freely part _, 
With my glorie and defert; _.._ 
Left all Joes 10 feel all ſmart _ 
Ah [no more: thou break'it wy heart, 


4 Dulnciſe: 
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a Dulneſſe. 


Hy do 1 languiſhthus drooping and dull 
vw As if 1 were all Yo f 
O give me quicknelf, that T may with mirth 

Praiſe thee brim-full! 


The wanton lover in 2 curious ſtriin 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair, 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Curl o're again, 


Thou art my lovelinefle, my life, my light , 
Beaurtic alone to me: 
Thy bloudy death and undeſcrv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white. 


When all pon: | ppeare, 


Forned, doth (bow, 


The very PR thou + tread and go, 
Makes bcaurics herc. 


Where are my lines then? my approachcs? views? 
are my window -longs? 
Lovers are ſtill pretending, & ev'n wrongs 
Sharpen their Muſc. 


But Lam loſt in fleſh, whoſe ſagred lycs 
; Still mock me, and grow bold: 
Sure thou didſt pur a minde there, if 1 could 
Finde where it hes. 


Lord, cleare AY gift, that with a conſtant wit 
I may but look towards thee: 
Look onely; for to love thee, who c1n be, 
What angel fir? 


4 Love-joy, 


q 'Love-joy. 

S on 2 window late I caſt mine eye, 
A: ſaw a vine drop grapes with F and C 
Anneal'd on every bunch, One by 
Ask'd what it meant. I ( who am never loth 
To ſpend ent ) ſaid, It ſeem'd ro me 
To be the b@lic and the letters both 
Of Joy haritie. Sir, you hayc not miſs'd, 
The man reply'd; It figures FES HS CHRIST. 


q] Providence, 


Sacred Providence, who from cond to end 

Strongly and rs fo ſhall 1 write, 
And m_— thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill ſhall they nor do thee right? 


Of all the creatures both in ſea and land 

Onely to Man thou haſt made known thy wayes, 
And pur the pen alone into his hand, 

And made hm Secretarie of thy praiſe, 


Beſts fain would fin; birds dittie eo their notes; 
Trees would be __ on their nauve lute 

To thy renown: bur all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, whule they are lame and mute, 


Man is the worlds high Prieſt: he doth preſent 
T he ſacrifice for all; while they beloyy 
Unco the ſervice mutter an aflent, 


Such as ſprings uſe that fall, and ywindes that blow. » 


He that topraile and laud chee dothrrefrain, 
Doth not refrain unto-him(ſelt alone, 

But robs a thouſand who would praiſe thee fain, 
And doth comaut a world of fanne in one, 


The 
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T he beaſts ſay, Bat me: bury if beaſts muſt texch, 
is yours t0 eat, but mine to praiſe. 
trees ſay, Pull me: burthe -— —_ | 


Is mine to Write, as it iS yours trance. 


For either thy command, or thy ſrion 
Bo drapes 
on 100; 
yo | and thetr. 


ing eſcapes both: all muſt a 
And be <& 4 and dreſy'd, and run'd thee» 
Who temper'ſt all. if comld hare 
and art, what muſick would i be! 


Thy kali | 
Thou artin ( j ,not (mall in any: | 
Tho prin: can nent ſc orll ny | 
Thou art inall things one, in cach thing many” 
For thov arc infinite in-one and all. | 
are calm to thee; they know thy hand, 
hildren do their fathers, 

follow. Thou haſt made poore ſand 
and gathers- 


Nothing i d doth prevent his meat: 
Flies have their table ſpread,ere they appeare. 
Some creatures have in wiatcr what to cat; 
Others do flcep, and envie not their cheer, 


How finely doſt thou rimes and ſeaſons ſpin, 
And make a twiſt checker)d with night and day ! 
Which as it lengrhens,vvindes, and yindes as 1a, 
As bouls go on, bur turning all the way, 


Each creature hath a wiſdome for his good. 


The ns feed their tender off-(p 
ven Gar'aan collore; ender forging | 
When they are fledge, that need may xeach the fiying, 


Bees work for man; and yer they never bruiſe 
Their maſters flow'r, but leave ity having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to uſe: 

So both the flow'r doth ſtay , and hony run, 


Sheep eat the cate, nr Je ground for more; 
Tr-oakerbowlog oy ge memes wok 

ms, expenſe ſore: 
7 ta fur when] tr conling boil. 
Who hath the vertue to cxpreſſe the rare 
And curious vertues both of herbs and flones ? 
Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care 
Would ſhow a root, that gives expreſſions | 


And if an herb hath power, what have the ſtares ? 
hoc yung cn, br OI 

our plagues ntie, peace and varres 
CE hn en 


aye ara s ereT 


Bur at his perill: he 
42> me asif Re che Ba Lag Bae 
And threained man, that he ſhould he ſpace. 


T12 - FC . 
Ey'n poyſons praiſe thee, Should a thing be loft ? 
Should creatures want for want of heed their due ? 
Since where are poyſons, antidots are moſt, 


T he help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view, 


"The ſea, ER to ſtop the traveller, 

Is by a ſtip the ſpecdier e made. 

The windes, who think they rule the mariner, 
Are ral'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade. 


And as thy houſe is full, ſo 1 adore 

Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods. 

The hills with health —— the vales with ſtore; 
The South with marble ; North with furres & wouds. 


Hard things are glorious; eaſic things good cheap. 
The common all men have: that which is rarc, 
Men therefore ſeek to have, and care to keep. 

The healthy froſts with ſummer-fruirs compare. 


Light withour winde is glaſſe: warm without weight 


Is wooll and furres: c _—_— cloſenefie, ſhade; 
Speed withour pains, a ; tall without hcetyhe, 
A ſervile hawk: low without loſle, a ſpade. , 


All countreys have enough to ſerve their need : 
If they ſeek fine things, doſt make them run 
For their offence ; and then doſt turn their ſpeed 
To be commerce and trade from ſunne to LT 


Nothing wears dothes but Manznothing doth nec@ 
Bue be to wear them. Nothing ulSh fre, 

But Man alone, to ſhevv tus heav' ly breed: 

And onely he hath fuell in defire. 7 


When th” earth vas dry, thou mad'Rt 2 ſea of. yrer: 

Whe that lay gather'dthou diſt broach thermourains: 
When yet ſome places could no moiſture get, (tains, 
The windes grew gai'ners,and the clouds zood foun. 


| ; ”. I 
Rain, do not hurt my flowers; but gently ſpend 
Your hony drops: prefic not to ſmell them here; 
When they are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 

And at your lodging with their thanks appeare. 


How harſh are thorns-to pears! and yet they make 
A be:ter hedge , and nced lefle reparation. 

How (ſmooth are filks compared with a ſtike, 

Or with a ſtone! yer make no good foundation. 


Sometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite, "The Indian nur alone 

Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and kan, 
Boat, cable, Gail and needle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that grown brooks, are hor 2nd dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt the mer 
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually, 

The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth binde. 


Thy creatures lea not, but expreſle a feaſt, 

Where all the gueſts fi cloſe, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry fith and fleſb; bats, bird and beoſtz 
Sponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſezmines,th' earth & plants, 


To ſhow thou art not bound, as if thy lot 

Were worſe then ours, ſometimes thou ſhifreſt hands, 
Moſt things move th' under-zaw; the Crocodile nor. 
Moſt things ſleep lying; th' Elephanc leans or ſtands. 


But who hath praiſc enough? nay, who hath afly 
None can expreſſe thy works, but he that knows them: 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And ſo complete, but onely he that owes them. 


All things tha are, though they bave ſev'rall wayes, 
Yet in their being joyn with one adviſe 

To honour thee: and (o1 give thee praiſe 

Inall wy vther bymacs, bur un thus rrvice, 
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Each thing that is, although in uſ and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ſtore 

To honour thee: and ſo each hymne thy fame 
Extollech many wayes, yet this one more. 


q Hope. 
Gave to Hope a watch of mine: but he 
- An anchor gave to mc, 
Then an old prayer-book 1 di ent: 
, "a Fo fone 
With chat I gave viall full of tears: 
But he a few green cares: 
Ah Loyrerer! Tile no more, no more 1'lc bring; 
I did expe a ring. 


q Sinnes round. 


Orrie Iam, myGod, ſorricl am, 

That my oftences courſe it in a ring. 
My thoughts are ing like a bufic flame, 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch and bring: 
And when thcy once have perfected their draughts, 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 


My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, 

Which ſpit it fotth hike the Sicilian hall. 

They vent the wares, and paſſe them with their faults, 
And by thcir breathing veactilate the ill. 

But words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions, 


- do joynto finiſh the inventions: 

And (o my finnes aſcend three ſtories high, 

As Babel grew, before there were diflentions, 

Yet ill deeds loyter not: for they ſupphie 

New thoughts of finning: wherefore to my ſhame, 
Sorric I am, My God, ſorric 1 am. q Time, 
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« Time. 


Eeting with Time, Shack thi aid I, 
M Tty &whe rsdull; wher it for ſhame 
No marvell, Sir, he did replie, 
If it at length deſerve ſome blame: 
But where one man would have me grinde it, 


Twenue for one too ſharp do finde it, 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did , 

Who above all chings loy'd this life; 

To whom thy fithe a hatchet was, 

Which now 1s but a pruning-knife. 
Chriſts coming hath nol man thy debter, 
Sinze by thy cucting he gruws berter. 


And in his bleſſing thou art bleſt: 

For where thou onely vert before 

An executioner at beſt ; 

Thou art a gard'ner now, and more, 
An uſher to convey our ſouls 


Beyond the utmoſt ſtarres and poles, 


And this is that makes life ſo lonr, 

While it detains us from our God, 

Ev'n pleaſures here increaſe the wrong, 

And length of dayes leagthen the rod. 
Who wants the place where God doth dwell, 
Partokes alre:dic half. of hell. 


Of what ſtrange length muſt that needs be, 
Which cv'n ercrnitic excludes ! 
Thus farre Tune heard me patiently: 
Then faid, This mandeludes: 
What do 1 before his doore ? 
He doth not crave lefſe time, but more. 


4 Grate« 


C - re . 
C Gratefulneſlc, 
= that haſtgiv'n ſo much to mes 


Give one thing more, a gratefull hcart, 
Sec how thy beggar works on thee 
By art. 
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He makes thy gifts occaſion more, 
And ſayes, If hein this bc croſt, 
All chou haſt giv'n him hereroforc 
Is loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearrs and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 


To fave: 


| knockings at thy doore, 
{ Tears ſullyingthy tranſparent rooms, 
Gift upon giftz much would hrve morc, 


And comes. 


This not withſtanding, thou vwentſt on, 
| And didfſt allow us all our noiſc: 

| Nay, thou haſt made a fizhand grone 
Thy joyes. 


* Net that thou haſt not till above 
Much better tunes, then grones can makez 
But that theſe countrey-aures thy love 

Did rake, 


Wherefore I crie, and cric again ; 
And in no quiet canſt thou be, 
"Till I a thankfull heart obtain 

Of thee: 


Bu 


At 
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ot thankfull, when it pleaſeth me; 
s if thy bleſſings had ſpare-dayes : 
Jur ſuch a hearr, whoſe pulſe may be 


Thy praiſe. 


«7 Peace. 


Weer Peace,where doſt thou dwell?T humbly crave, 


Let me once knovv. 
I ſought thee ina ſecret cave, 


And ask'd, it Peace were there. 
\ hollow vinde did ſeem to anſwer, No: 
Goſeck clſewherc. 


did; and going did a rainbow note; 
it Surely, ſhoughe I, 


This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
I will ſearchout the marrer. 
Burt wtnle 1 lookr, the clouds immediately 


Did break and ſcatter, 


Then yvent I to a garden, and did fpie 
A gallanc flower, 
The croyen mp; Sar, Gid I, 


Peace at the root 
But vwwhen I digg'd, 1 ſavy a worm devoure 
What ſhow'd ſo well, 


At length I met a rev'rend old man; 
w when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus : 
There vvas a Prince of ol 
At Salem dwelt, who liv'd with increaſe 


Of flock and fold, 
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Eo 
l —_— gene all of ben 
li ſome of thoſe 
|} and (er, 0 
It __ - and did ſoon diſperſe 
all che carth: 
that taſte it do rehearſe, 
—_—— 


Ain ge ns ck 


"Take of chi NS in my ;_ grows, 
| And grows tor you ; 
| a” it: and that repoſe 
peace whichev'ry where 
Wal mcheanſae ou do purſue 
1s*one 


| 
> 
| | For 
| 
| 
| 


— — _——__— 


there, 


| - ” 
* 
We are the earth; 

Like moles within ITS abour: 
Andrill they foot and clutch their prey, | 
They never cool, much lefle g; our, 

No ſmith can make ſuch locks but 

loſers are hallgzo chem; and hearts, 


Wherefore my faules and ſinnes., 
- a, I acknoywl 5 plagues . 
For fee oth 4-4 ae 


I challenge here the | : 
he chad ens ler them pe beft, 


hey ſhall be thick and doudie to my breaſt, 


_—_— ah — 
— 


T Giddineſſe.  - 
z Ro hers thing is man! how fre rom pon, : 
is fora ryventie fev'rall men at lea(t | 


Each ſey'rall houre; :-/* "MPT Coli 


E 229 11 #01 P - 0%” 
Whilc he counts of -hezv'n; ab of ki tgeiifibeie.” 3 
© Burthen a the ht creeps in X Wl ut -B ' 
call him cord, who er 0,8 
Will loſe a 1225 JEET ? 
© Get. Hye :*2 iow 
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Now he will fight it our, and to the warres; 
Rn Now eat his _ peace, 4 
PR... aq—_— orns increaſe; 
Nom all dayſpares, u 
He builds a houſe, which quickly dove muſt g0, G 
a a whurlwindc blew H 
And craſhs the building: and it's partly crue, 
His minde 1s ſo. "hi T 
Owhata vere Man, if his attires W 
And like nn os modern 
a clothes combin'd 
With his defires! on 
Surely if each one ſaw anothers heart, 
There would be no commerce, But 
No ſale or paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
live apart. Blet 
Lord, mend or rather make us: one creation 
Will not ſuffice our rurn: Wh 
Except thou make _——_— Ev'g 
Our own ſalvation. 
— 
<q The bunch of grapes, 
Oy, I did lock thee up: but ſome bad man 
Harthlet thee our again: Will, 
"And nov, me thinks, L am where I began And 
Sev'nyeares ago: one v gazed vos I holc 
. Oneaucof urps my brain. Toh 
I did LA warp now I am And i 
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For 2s the Jews of old by Gods command 


Their 
A 


Gods works are wide, and let in furure times: 


Travell'd, and ſavy no town; 
So now each -——_—_ ſpann'd: 
us 


ing ded wal 


is (mall renown. 


His ancient juſtice overfloyys our crimes. 


Then have we too our guardian fres and clouds; 


Our Scri 


We have our (ſands 
Alas! our 


Burt where's che d 
Of mine inheritance? Lord,if I muſt borrvyy , 


-deyy drops faft: 


(crpents, tents and fhrowds; 


ngs come not laſt, 


Let me as well cake up their joy; 25 ſorrove. 


a 


But can he want the 

I have Fr 

Bleſſed be God, who 
And made it bricg forth 
But much more lim 1 adote, | 

Who of the Laws fowre juice fiveet wine did tnake; 

Ev'n God himſelf, being preſſed for my ſake, 


—_ 


ir fruitand more. 
1 Noahr vine, 


2 where's the calte 


, ho hath the wine ? 


good ſtore, 


T21 
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— 


C_ 


| 

: | 

q Love unkhown. | 
Bare Friend, fir down, the tale is long and (ad: | 


And in my faintings I preſurne your love 
Will more complie,then help. A Lord I had, 


And have z of whom ſome 


I hold for two lives, and both lives in me. 
a diſh of fruit one day, 


To him-1 


And in the my 


plac'd my heart, Burhe 
I ſa 
(BY ') —_ 


which may im- 


, 


( proves 


c 
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Lookr on a ſervant, who did know his eye 
—— me, or ( which is one ) 
Then I] my felf, The ſervant inftant] 
Quitting the fruit, ſeiz'd on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 
A ſtream of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 
| Of a great rock :'I well remember all, 
'" Andhave nm there it was dipt and di'd, 
| | And waſtt, : the very wringing yer 
Enforceth tears, Tour beart was foul, 1 fear. 
| |  Indeed'tistrue. 1 didand docommit 
'  Manya fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
| Yet {till askt [w—_ and was not deni'd. 
l; But you ſhall . After my heart was well, 
hel chnar as I one even-tide 
| (1 figh totell 
Walkt by my ſelf abroad, I aw a large 
And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldron, round about whoſe verge 
Was in great letters ſet AFFLICTION. 
"The greatnefle ſheyy'd the owner. So 1 wene 
To fetch a ſacrifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that which I did thus preſent, 
To warm his love, which Idid fear grew cold, 
Burt as my hcart did render it, the man 
Who was to take ry hand, 
And threw my. heart into 3 
M heart, chaldeongheic (doyou undetand? ) 
The ofterers heart, Tour beart was bard, | fear. 
Indeed *tis ns marrec 
an to ſpread and to expatiare there: 
Bos with a richer drug then (calding watery 
LE bath'd ir ofrengey'n with holy bloud, = 
Which at 2 board, while many drunk bare wine, 
A friend did ſe:l —_ - good, 
Ev'n taken inyyatdly, and molt diyine 


T9 
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OS I_ Bur at the length 

Our of the caldron getting, ſoon I fled 

Unto my houſe, where to repair the ftrength 

9 es _ IF 

But when I thought to fieep our a 's 
DE TL 

I found that ſome had RufFd the bed with hes, 

1] would (ay thorss. — not , 

When with my pleaſures ev'n my reit yas gone ? 

ull well I v ood, who had been there: 

For I had ly the key to none, but one: 

I: muſt be he. T our heart was dull. | fear. 

Indecd a ſlack and ſkepie ſtare of minde 

did oft poſlefle me; (o that when I pray'd, 

hough my lips went, my heart aid ſtay bchinde. 

cores were by another paid, 


ho took the debt upon him. T r#h , Prievd, 
or fon 1 beare, your Maſter ſbows to jou 


evour thes you wot of. Mark the cud. 

be Font did =y what was old _ 

be Caldron , what was grown too hard: 
be thorws py rr woes was grown too dull. 
{| did but to mend, what you bad marr'd. 

| | cheer'd, and praiſe bim to the full 

þ day, cach boure, each moment of the week, 
bo fain would bave you be new, tender , quick. 


$ Mans medley. 
Exrk huw the birds do fing, 
And woods do ring. 
creatures have their joy: and man hath his. 
Yer if we rightly meaſure, 


Mans joy and pleaſure 
her hereafter, then in preſent, is, 


F 3 is 


_ 


— 


To 
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_—__ 
| 1nth'otherAngels a ke 4b birch 
other ve a 'F 
| Maa ties them both alone, 
And makes them one, 
4 With th'onc hand touching heav'n,with th'oher 6arth, 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies. 
He years a ſtuffe whoſe thread is courſe and round, 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
And ſhould rake place 
After the trimming, nor the ſtuffe and ground. 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of the cheer: 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up cheir head, 
So muſt he ſip and think 
Of berter drink 
He may attain to, after he is dead. 


Bur as his joyes are double; 
So is his trouble. 
He A ng $ bur one : 


_—— 
mers i T9 


And he of all things fears ro deaths alone, 
Yer ev'n the ——_ cs riefs 


Could he but take them to arid in their wayes. 
Happie is he, whoſe heart 
Hathyfound the art 
To turn his double pains to double praiſe. 


A. 


q 7! 
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« The Storm. 


F as the windes and waters here below 
Do flie and flow, 
My ſighs and tears as buſie were above; 
Sure they would moye 


And much affe& thee, — times 
Amaze poore mortals, and obje& their crimes. 


Starres have their ſtorms, ev'n in 2 high degree, 
As well as we. 
A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ſtrange force! 
It quits the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to aſſault thee, and befiege thy doore. 


There it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks wrong, 
And drovens the ſong. 
Gloric and honour are fer by ill ir 


An —— 
Poers have vwrong'd poore ſtorms : ſuch dayes are beſt; 
They purge the aire without, within the breaſt, 


— 


-—_ ——— 


$ Paradiſc- 


| Blefſe thee, Lord, becauſe 1 6 © ww 
Among thy trees, which in a x ow 
To thee both fruit and order ow. 


What a force, or hidden cuana 


Can b my fruit, or bring me HARK M, 
While the incloſure is thine a x4? 


F 3 Incloſc 


| 


2 26 | Murch. 
Jacloſe me Mlill for fear 1 87 an r. 
Be to me rather ſharp and Tarr, 
Then let me want thy hand & a = r. 


When thou doſt greater judgements 5y ak x, 
And with thy knife but prune andy an x, 
Ev'n fruitfull trecs more fruirfull a xs. 


ſhows the fweereſt F ne xD: 
Such ings rather heal then x ® xD: 
And fach beginnings touch their z x Þ, 


AAW—__ c_X_n. 


yo 


T The Method. 


Poore heart, lament. 
For ſince thy God refuſeth RH, 
There is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 

Which cools his will. 


Thy Father could 
Quickly efte&, what thou doſt move; 
For he is Power: and ſure he would; 
For he is Love. 


Go ſearch this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt,and turn thy book. 
If thou hadſt loſt a glove or ring, 

Would thou nut look ? 


What do I ſee 


The Church, 


And ſhould Gods eare 
To ſuch indifferents chained be, 
Who do not their own morions heaze? 
Is God leſle free? - 


But ſhy! what's there? 


And ſhould Gods eare, 
Vhich needs not man, be ty'd to thoſe 
Yho heare not him, but quickly heare 
H.s utter tocs? 


Then once more pray 

own with thy knees, up with & Voice, 

cck pardon firſt, and God will ſay, 
Glad beart rejoyce. 


_—_ 


G 
C Divinirie, 
S$ men, for fear the ſtirres ſhould ſleep and nod, 


And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 
i$ if a ſtarre were duller then a clod, 'v 


Whuch knows tvs way without a guide: 
uſt ſo the other heay'n they alſo ſerve, 


Drvinitics tranſcendent $ki:: 


hich with the edge of wit they cut and carve, 
Reaſon triumphs, and Faith lies by, x 


ould not that wiſdome which firſt broache the wine. 
Have thicken'd it with definitions ? 

ad jagg'd his ſeamlcfie coat, had that been fine, 
With curious queſtions and diviſions? 


F 4 Bur 
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But all the dotrine, yhich he taughe and gave, 


Was cleare as heav'n, from whence it came. 
Ar leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely ſave, 


Surpaſſe in brightnefſe any flame. 


But he doth bid us rake his bloud for wine. 
Bid wha he pleaſe; yer I am ſurc, 

To take and taſte what he doth there deligac, 
Is all chat faves, and not obſcure, 


pheres, and ſave thy head, 
Faith needs no ſtafie of fleſh, but ſtoutly can 
To heav'n alone th go, and leade, 


Epheſ. 4. 30. 
Grieve nos the Holy Spirit, &c. 
AN art thou grieved, ſyeer and ſacred Dove, 


I am ſowre, 
And crofle thy love? 
Gryeved for me? the God and 
Graev'd for a worm, which I read, 
] paſle'away and leave it dead? 


The Church, 12S 


hen mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
00M Weep fooliſh hearr, * of 
And weeping hve: 
For death is drie as duſt, Yer it ye parr, 
End is the night, whoſe hue 
Your finnes exprefle; melt into deve. 


When ſayycie mirth ſhall knock or call at doore, 
Cne our, Get hence, 
Orcrie no more. 
Almightie God doth grieve, he purs on ſenſe: 
I finne not to my grief alone, 
But ro my Gods roy he doth grone, 


Oh take thy lute, and rune ir to a ſtrain, 
_ may with thee 
day complain. 
There can no diſcord but in ceaſing be. 


Marbles can veep; and L 
More bowels have ha wor 
= 
Lerd, I ad judge my (elf co tears and gri 
Ev'n endleſſ rears griet, 


Aad fleſh would fail, 
If my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes : 
Lord, pardon, for thy ſonne makes good 
My want of tears with ſtore of bloud. 


F 5 > The 
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$ The Familic. 


En wichia my hens 

a 

What do theſe loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there yeere no rule or cares ? "F 


ſome of them repine. 
Turn out theſe which defile thy ſear : 
For where thou all is near. 


| 

| | Bur, Lord, che houſe and familiar thine 
| 
| 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order plaics the ſoul, 
And giving all things their ſer forms and houres, 
Makes of woods (weer walks and bowres. 


Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 


Nothing more quick when ſhe doch go, 


Joyes ofc are there, and griefs as oft as joyes; 
Rut mn 


Yet ſpeak they louder then diſtemper'd fears. 
—  — 


This is thy honſe, with theſe it doth abound: 

And where theſe are not found, 

Pakepe nn and for a day; 
Bur not to make a conſtant ſtiy, 


q The 


The Church. 
C The Size, 


(COment thee, greedie heart. 
adeſt and moderate m—— that have 
irle co more hereafter when , 
. Are paſſin = 
Let th' upper ſprings into the lovy 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt flow. 


What though ſome have a fraught 
Yf cloves and w— and in cinnamon (ail? 
f thou haſt wherewichall to ſpice a draught, 
. When griefs preyail, 
And for the furure time art heir 
To th' Iſle of ſpices, is't not fair? 


, To be in both worlds full 
$s more then God was, vwho was hungrie here, 
ouldſt chou hus laws of faſting difanull? 
. pops. che cheer? 
Lay our thy joy, yet to ſave it ? 
Would thou both cat thy cake, and have it? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
lut little 4p reſerve themſclves for more: 


And live on ſcore: 
Thoſe are at home; theſe journey ſtill, 
And meet the reſt on Sions hull. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
{in che fifh condemn'd it as unfit, 
leaſt in lump: for ſuch doth oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 
he Doth gice us on to hopes of more, 
And for the preſcax reſtoxe. 


[ hoſe have their hopescheſewhar they have renounce, 


32 The Church. 


A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 
Is not a t, but a thinne and ſpare, 
Yet ative : whoſc — Jo bonie face 
Content and care 


Do ſeem to y divide, 
Like a z nor a bride, 


Wherefore fit down, good heart; 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 
If comfarts fell according to deſert, deſtroy 
They would and ſnows t 
For we Cons, Since the laſt joy. 


Then cloſe again the ſeam, 
ones nd: _ ſpread thy robe 
In of Call ro minde thy dream, 
FA An earthly globe, F 


On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
T beſe ſeas are tears, and bean the bayen, 


q Artillcric. 


S Tone ev'ning fat before my cell, 
Au thoughts a ſtare did ſhoot into my i þ 
P 


I roſc , and ſhook my clothes, as we 
That from ſmall fires comes oft no miſhap: 
When ſuddenly I heard one (ay, 
Do as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 


Which Fo fe fregtared tare. 


' The Charch. 


I, who had heard of mulick in the ſpheres, 
Bur not of ſpeech in ſtarres, began to mule: 
But turning to my God, whoſe miniſters 
The ſtarres and all things are; If I refuſe, 
Dread Lord, faid 1, fo oft m gots 
| ns qprn———_—_ ernyich ud 
o waſh ayvay m thoughct: 
For] will do, or ſuffer what 1 oughe. 


Bur I have alſo ftarres and ſhooters too, 
Born where thy ſervants both arrlleries uſe. 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work up to thecz yet thou doft refue, 
Not, bur I am ( I muſt ſay ſtill ) 
Much more 'd rodo thy will, 
bao yorker 0 op mine: bur becauſc 
Thy promiſe now ey'n ſer thee thy laves. 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thou doſt deigne 
To enter combate with us, and 
With thine own clay. Bur I would parley fair: 
Shanne not my arrows, and behold my breaft. 
Yet if thou ſhunncſt, I am thine: 
I muſt be ſo, if I am mine. 
There is no articling with thee: 
I am bur fine, yer thane infinitely, 
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«4 Church-rents and ſchiſmes, 


L) | mr rar: art thou? in the chair 
thou did lately fo triumph and ſhune, 

A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 

| Are the more foul, the more thou wer: divine. 

This, this hath done it, this did bite the roor 

| And bottome of the leaves: which when the vinde 

Did cnce pug it blevwy them under foot, 

Where unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grinde 
Their beauteous glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee. 


® doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe, 
ſhows it (0? Indeed Chriſts precious bloud 
Gave you 2 colour oncez which when your foes 
| to let out, the EI youge , 
And made you look mach freſher then betore. 
{ But yhen debates and fretting jealouſics 
Did worm and work within you more and more, 
Your colour faded, and calamities 
Turned your ruddie into pale and blcak: 
Your health and beautie both began to break. 


| Then did your (ey'rall unlooſc and ſtart: 
Which when your ſaww,like 2 north-winde, 
They ruſhed in, and caft them 1n the dire 


Where P tread. O Mother deare and kinde, 
hare He Igrn md apananongh ro weep, 
As many eyes as ſtarres? Since it is night, 
And much of Aſia and Europe faſt aſkep, 
| Andev'nall Africk; would at leaſt 1 msghr 
With theſe two poore ones lick up all the dew, 
Which falls by night, and poure it our for you'! 


C Juſtice. 


Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
And through their glaffe diſcoloug thee | 
He that did bur look up, was proud and bold. 


The diſhes of thy ballance ſeem'd to gape, 
Like two great pirsz 
The beam and (cape 
Did like ſome torr'ring engine ſhow: 
Thy hand above did burn and gloyy, 
Danting the ſtoureſt hearts, the proudeſt wits, 
But now that Chriſts ory yr he, 
- I {ce no fas, $ 
Thy hand is white, 
The ſcales like which attend 


And interchangeably deſcend, 
ing to heaven from chis vrell of renrn, 


vr where be fore thou ſtill didſt call on me, 
Now I ſtill rouch 
And harp on thee. 
Gods promiſes have made thee mine: 
Why ſhould I juſtice now decline ? 


inſt me there is none, but for me much. 


$ The Pilgrimage. 
Travell'd on, ſeeing the hill, where lay 
My expeQation. 
A long it was and weary way. 
The gloomy cave of Deſperation 
left on th'one, and on the other ſide , 
—_ .. - T he rock of Pride, And 


| 136 The Church. 


And ſo Icame to phankes medow ſtrow'd 
With many a flower? 
Fain would IT here have made abode, 
But I was quicken'd by my houre. 
So tocares cops I came, and there got through 
With much ado, 


That led me to the wilde of paſſion, which 
Some call the wold ; 
A waſted place, but ſomerimes rich. 
_. —_—_— gold, 
ve one Angel, which a friend had ti 
= Cloſe to my fide. 


Ac length 1 ot unto the gladfome hull, 
G Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my beart: and climbing till, 
When I had gain'd the brovy and top, 
A lake of brackiſh waters on the 
Was all I found, 


With that abaſt'd and ſtruck with many 3 ſting 
Of ſwarming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King! 
Can both the way and end be tears ? 
Yer raking heart, I roſe, and then perceiv'd 


I vas decerv'd. 


hill was further : fo 1 away, 
ay Tera — 
Juſt as I went, None goes that 
And lives : If that bet Cad ae 
After ſo foul a journey death is fair, 
And but a chair. 
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« The Holdfaft. 
I} Fn ro _— the == decree M 
my deare God with all m and might: 
But —_ told by one, it | wa bez 


Yer I might truſt in God to be my light. 


Then will I cruſt, (aid T, in himalone, 
Nay, ev'n to truſt in him, vas al@ his: 
We mult confeſſe that nothing is our oven. 
Then I confefit that he my ſuccour is. 


But to have nought is ours, not to conſtfle 
That we have t, I Rood amaz'd at this, 
Much troubled, ll I heard a friend expreſle, 
That all things were more ours by being his, 
What had, and forfeited for all, 
Chriff keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall, 


Are both thy due : bur I a filly flie, 
That live or dic 
According as the yeather falls. 
Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
not thy word 
More attributes? Am I all throat or eye, 


To or cric? 


Have I no parts bur thoſe of grief ? 
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Let not thy wrathfull pc 
AMiR my __ 
My inch of lif=: or let thy gracious power 
a&t my houre, 


That I may dlimbe and finde relief. 


T The Diſcharge. 


U ie enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou know? 
Why doft thou prie, 
And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low, 
And in thy lookings ſtretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſurum'd up all? 
Did not thy heart 
Giye up the whole, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: 
Thar vyhich is paſt who can recall ? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
And is his righe. 
Heis thy night at noon: he is at nught 
noon alonc. 
The crop is tus, for he hath ſown. 


And well it was for thee, when this befell, 
That God did make 
Thy bulineſſe his, and in thy life partake: 
For thou canſt tell, 
If it be his once, all is well. 


Onely the preſent - — 
happy thou, 
If, though thou didſt not bear thy furure brow, 
: Thou couldſt well ſee 


What preſenc things requur'd of thee. They 
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ask enoughz why ſhouldſt thou further go 7 
_ : Rainer che made 
Of future depths, but drink the cleare and good. 
Dig not for wo 
In times tocome; for it will grove. 


Man and the nt fit; if he provide 
as He breaks the ſquare, 
This houre is mine : if for the next Icare, 


I too wide, 
And do encroach upon draths fide: 


For death cach houre environs and ſurrounds. 
& He that would know 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
Unto thoſe grounds, 
Burt through a Churchyard which the bounds. 


Things preſent ſhrigk and die: but they that (; 
Their chem Fad ſenſe 
Dn future grief, do not remove it thence, 
Bur it extend, 
And dravv the bottome out an end. 


od chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, 

. Md And wake thy ſorrow ? 

ilt thou foreſtall it, and nov grieve to morrow 
; go ; 


Grieve over freſhly all thy pain ? 


cher grief will not come; or if it muſt, 
Do nor forecaſt: 
id whule it cometh, it is almoſt paſt. 

Amway diſtruſt: 
My God hath promus'd he is juſt. 


$ Praiſe, 


a —_ Peace, 
Ivall thee : 
And that love may never ceaſe, 


I will move thee. 


Thou haſt granred my requeſt, 
Thou haſt heard me : 


Thou didſt note my working breaſt, 
| Thou haſt par'd me, 


Wherefore with my utmoſt arr 
I will ling thee, 
And the cream of atl my heart 
Iwill bring thee. 


Sev'n whole dayes, not one in ſeven, 
I will praiſe thee, 

In my heart, though not in heaven, 
I can raiſe thee. 


Thou grew'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 
| Thou relentedſt : 

And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 

T houdiflentedR. 
Small it is, in this ſorc 
oenroll thee : 

Ev nerernitic is too ſhort 

| Tocxoll thee. 


— $.%. am ts www ao H6Sw OoSE£opx 
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4 An Offering. 


_ . If bleſſings 


evo natures met to be thy cure. 


O thar within ns hearts had propagation, 
do challenge many hearts ! 
Yecnslf rod, STE 
And grow delerrs 
In publick judgements one may be a nations 
And ene 3 plague, hue oe lep 2 lumber 


But all I fear 1s leſt thy heart dilpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: ſo oft divifions 
oy luſts have made, and not thy luſts alone; 
"i g—_ alſo have their ſer partitions. 

e parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 
And thou may ofler many gifts in one, 


Therc 134 balſome, or indecd a bloud, cloſe 
Dropping from heay'n, which doth both cle and 
All forts of wounds; of fuch ſtrange force it is, 

Seck out this All-hecal, snd ſeck no 

Untll thou finde and uſe it to th 


Then bring thy gift, and Ie: thy be this 


Since my ſadnefſe 


Into gladneſſe 
Lord thou _ convert, 


What thou batt kepr, 


As thy due ak 
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q Longing. 
With lick and famiſlu eyes, 
With doubling knees and wearie bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my grones, 
To thee my ſighs, my tears aſcend ; 
No cnd ? 


My throat, my ſoul 1s hoarſc; 
My heart is ither'd like — 
Eun ant, 
thoughts tura , 
And make me giddie: Lord, 1 fall, = 


Yet call. 


From thee all pitic flows. 

Mothers are kinde, thou art, 
And doſt diſpoſe 

Tothem a : 
Their infancs them and they ſuck thar 
Maxx free, 


The Church, 


Bowels of pitic, heare! 
ord of my ſoul, love of my minde, 
Bow down t'zine care! 
Let not the winde 
Scatter my words, and in the ame 
Thy Name! 


Look on my ſorrows round! 
k yvell my furnace} © what flames, 
What heats abound! 
What griefs, what ſhames ! 
: rr, Lord; Lord, bow thine eare, 


ord heare! Shall be that made the care, 
Not beare? 


Behold, thy duſt doth ftirrez 
moves, 1t creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilt thou deferre 
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—_—— 
Yera meck look 
| _ ©  Harhincerlin, 
A 


. Thou tarrieft, yehile I dic, 


Ia bi cf re 
trer grief: yer am 1 fil 
"Thy cul. 


Lord, drdſt thou leave thy throne, 
Nox to rehieve? hovy can it be, 
Thar thou art grown 
Thus hard to mee 
Were finne alive, good cane there were 
To bear, 


promalſes live and bide: 
Tharwanrs his head; 
Theſe peak and chide, 


And in thy boſome rears, 
1 tron 


Lord J # $u, heare my heart, 
Which hath beth broker now ſo long, 
That evtypart 
Hath got a tongue! 
Thy beggars grow; rid them avvay - 
To day. 


cre | 


The Church, 


My love, my fweetneſſe, heare! 
y theſe thy fees, at which my heart 
Lies all che , 
Phuck our dart, 
ad heal my troubled breaſt, which cryes, 
Which dyes. 
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g The Bag. 
Way deſpair; m ious Lord doth heare. 
, Th G and waves aflault my keel, 
He doth preſerve it: he doth ſteer, 
Ev'n when the boat ſeems moſt co reel. 
Storms arc the triumph of his art : 
ell may he cloſe lus eyes, bur not his heart. 


iſt thou not heard, that my Lord J ssu s did? 
Then let me cell thee a ſtorie, 
The God of power, as he did ride 
In his mazeſtick robes of gloric, 
Reſolv'd to light: and ſo one day 

e did deſcend, undrefling all the way. 


he ſtarres his tire of light and rings obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 
The $kie his 2zure mantle gain'd, 
And when they ag'd, ws. would wear; 
He ſmil'd and ſaid as he did go, 

© had neyy clothes a making here below. 


hen he was come, as travellers are wont, 
He did repair unto an inne, 
Both then and after, miny a brung 
He did endure to cancell finne: 
And having giv'n the reſt before, 
re he gave up has be to pay = 2 


Bur 
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But as he was returning, there came one 
That ran upon him with a ſpear. 
He, who came hither all alone, 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Receriy'&the blow upon his fide, 
And ſtraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have ing to ſend or write, 
(Then no beta here room 
Unto my fathers hands and ſight 
( Beleeve me ) it ſhall Gafely come. 
Thar T1 ſhall minde, what you impart; 
Look, you may put it very neare my hcart. 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me in this kinde, the doore 
Shall ſtill be open; what he ſends 
I will preſent, and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to me. Heark deſpair, away. 


C The Jews. 
POare nation, whoſe ſveet lap and juice 
Oar you have purloin'd, and Icft you drie 
Whoſe ſtreams ve got by the Apoltles thuce, 
And uſcin bapylme , whulc ye pine and die: 
Who by not keeping once, became a debrer; 
And now by keeping loſe the lerter:; 


Oh that my s! mine, alas! 

Oh that ſome hag a trumpet ſound; 

Art which the Church falling upon her face 

Should crie ſo loud, untill che trump were drown'd, 

And by that crieof herdeare Lord obtain, 
That your foycert Gp might come again| 

: q 


Looſe as the winde, as 
Shall [ be fhill in fuic ? 
Have I no harveſt bur a thorn 
Tolet me bloud, and not reſtore 
ſhat I have loſt with cordiall fruit ? 
Sure there was wine 
Before my ſighs did drie it;there was corn 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the yeare onely loſt to me 7? 
Have I no bayes to crown it? 
» lowers, no garlands gay ? all blaſted ? 
All waſted? 
Not ſo, my heart: but there is fruic, 
And thouhaſt hands. 
Recover all thy ſigh-blown age 
i double pleaſures: leave thy cold diſpute 
what —————_ — bros. 


ic ales ome and made to thee 
Good cable, ro enforce and draw, 
And be thy law, 
Whale thou didſt wink and wouldſt nor (cc. 
Away; take heed, 
I wi prove} 
in thy deaths head there: tie up thy feaxs, 
He that forbears 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 


mh TT, 


148 The Charch. 
« The Glimple. 


Whither away deliyhe ? 
Thou cam'ſt but now; wilt thou ſo ſoon depart, 
And give me up to night ? 
For many weeks of | pain and (mart 
But one half houre of for my heart ? 


Me thinks delight ſhould have 
More tkill in mulick, and keep berter time, 
Wert thou a wind: or wave, 
They quickly go and come with lcfler crime : 
Flow'rs look and dic not in their prime, 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtiy 
Feeds not, but addesto the defire of meat. 
Lime begy'd of old (they (ay) 
A net If ba Joes hus inward heart ; 
Which by the ſpringuaccefſe grew much more great, 


In of thee my hearr 

Pickt here and 4a crumme, and yrould not die; 
Pur conſtant to hisparr, 

When as my fears forcrold this, did replic , 

A {lender thread a gentle gueſt yrill tic. 


Yer if the heart that wept 
Mult let thee go, return when - doth knock. 
Al r 
For furure C_ oy he ſock 
May oft-bieak forth and never break the lock, 


If 1 have more to ſpinne, 
The wheel ſhall go, fo that thy ſtay be horr, 
Thou knovwft how griet and finne 
Diſturb the work. O make me not their ſport, 
Who by thy coming may be made a covrr ! 
4 Aguranc 


The Church. 


$ Aſlurance. 


O iefull bitter thought ! 
Yirrerly ſpircfull choughr | Couldſt chou invent 


'o high a torture? Is fuch p_ bought £ 

Doubtleſſe, bur 1n the way of puniſhment, 
When wit contrives to mcet with thee, 
No ſuch rank poyſon can there be, 


Thon faid'ſ but even novy, 
That all was not fo fair as I con-eiv'd , 
Bervvixt = God and me; thit 1 allow 
And coin large hopes; but, that | was deceiv'd; 
Either the l:aguc was broke, or nearc itz 


And, that I had great cauſe to fear it, 


f.nd what to this + what more 
Could poyſon, if it had a tongue, expreſle ? 
What is thy aim? wouldſt thou unlock the doore 
To cold deſpairs, and gnawing —_—_ ? 


Wouldſt thou rarſc devils 7 1 fec, 1 knovw, 


I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


Bur T will t6 wy Father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
lf all the hope and comfort tht I gather, 
Were from my (elf, I had nat balt a word, 
Not half a leuer to oppoſe 
What is objzeed by my foes. 


Bur thou art my deſert : 
And in this league, which nove my foes invade, 
Thou art not on:ly to ay thy part, 
Bur alſo mine; as when the lexgue was made, 
Thou didſt at once thy ſelt indite, 
And hold my hand, while 1 did write. 


G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou canſt fail, 
Then can thy truth and 1: but while rocks ſtana, 
And rivers ſtirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and all things ſhall disband, 
Then ſhalt thuu be my rock and tower, 
And make their ruine praiſc thy power, 


Now fooliſh htgo on, 
- ur out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
o hude thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone 
Which bounds on thee, and will nut down thy throa. 
What for itſelf love once began, 
Now love and truth will end in man. 


$ The Call. 


Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
. Such a Way, as gives us breath: 
Such a Truth, as ends all ſtrife : 
And ſuch a Life, as killeth death. 


Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength: 
Such yr ſhows a feaſt: S 
Such a Feaſt, as mends in length: 

Such a Strength, as makes hs gueſt. 


Come, ry Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move : 
Such a Love, a5 none can part: 

Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 
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q Claſping of hands. 


$pomp art mine, and I am thine, 
It mine I am: and thine much more, 
Then I or ought, or can be mine, 
Yet to be thine, doth me reſtores 
So that again I now am mine, 
And with advantage mine the more: 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doſt thee reſtore. 
If I without thee would b= mine, 
I ncithcr ſhould be mine nor thine. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art minc: 
So mine thou arr, that ſomething more 
I may preſume thee mine, then thune., 
For thou didſt ſuffer to reſtore 
Not thee, but me, and to be mine: 
And with advantage mine the more, 
Since thou in leah waſt none of thine, 
Yer then as mine didſt me reftore. 
O be mine ſtill! till make me thine: 
Or rather make no Thine and Mine. 


C Praiſe. 


Ord, I will mean and ſpeak thy praiſe, 
Thy praiſc alone, 
My buſie heart ſhall fpinne it dayes: 
And when it ſtops tor ——_ ſtore, 
Then will I wring it with a figh or grone, 
That thou mayſt yet have more. 
G 4 When 
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When thou doſt favour any aQion, 
It runnes, it fles 
All chings concurre 10 give it a perfe ion. 
That which had but wo legs before, 
When thou doſt blefle,hath twelve: one wheel doth riſe 


To wvennie then, or more. 


Bur when thou doſt on buſincfic blow, 
It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 
Can hale'or draw it out of doore. 
Legs are but ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, 
And itruzgling hinders more. 


Thouſands of things do thee employ 
In ruling all 
This =__ Angels muſt have their joy, 


ils open, wk: ſea his ſhore, 
The yindes their ſtine: and yet when I did call, 
Thou heardſt my call, and more, 


I have not loſt one Gagle tezr: 
But when mine eyes 
Did yweep to hexv'n, they found a bortle there 
( As we have Jn Be poore ) 
Readie to take them in; yet of a 
That would contain much more. 


But after thou hadſt (lipe a dr 
From thy righs un eye, 
( Which there did hang like ltreamers care the rop 
Of ſome fair church, ro ſhow the fore 
And bloudie bartell whych thou once didſt tic ) 
The glafſe was full and more, 


Wherefore 


VO 53 
Wherefore I fing. Yet ſince my heart, 
Though prels'd, runnes than; 
O that I might ſome ocher hearts convert, 
And fo take upat ule good ſtare; 
Thar to thy cheſts there might be coming in 
Both all my praiſe, and more! 


MC 


— 
——— 


$ Joſephs coar. 


V VY Ounded I ſing, tormented [ indite, 
Thrown down 1 tall into a bed, and reſt: 
Sorrow hath chang'd is note: ſuch is hus will, 
Who changerh all things as him pleafeth beſt. 
For well he knows, if but one grief and (mart 
Among my many had his full career, 
Sure it would carric with it ey'n my heart, 
And both would cuanc unull they found a bicre 
To fetch the bodie; both being due to grief. 
But he hath ſpoll'd the, race, and i ro anguiſh 
One of Joyes coars, ticing it with relict 
Tolinger in me, and rogerher languah, 
I hve to ſhevv his power, who once did bring 
My joyes to weep, and novy my griefs to fing, 


—— 


_ 
ht A 


4 The Pulley. 


bs gegen rt 
H1ving a glaſle of b ing Dy; 
Ln Gihop—n on him all ve can: 
Let the worlds riches, which diſperſed lie, 
ContraR inco a {pan. 
G5 


rep, 
| Rtrengrth firſt made a yrs 
| Then beautie floyy'd, then wildome, honour 
| | When almoſt all was out, God made a ſtay, 
| | Perceiving that alone of all his creaſure 
Reſt inthe botrome lay. 


| For if I ſhould ( (aid he) 
8 Bcſtow this jewell alſo on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts in of me, 
| Andreſtin you God of Nature : 
So both ſhould loſers be. 


Yer ler him keep the reſt, 
| Bur keep them with repining reftleſneſle- 
Let him be rich and wearie, that art leaſt, 
If goodneſſc leade him not, yer wearineſſe 
May tofk him to my breaſt. 


—_—_— —— 
Q— 


$ The Prieſthood. 


Leſt Order, which in doſt ſo cxcell, 
| Bri with th'one — lifteſt ro the skie, 
with the other throweſt down to hell 
| In thy juſt cenſures; fain would I draw nigh, 
| Hangar thee on, exchanging my lay-{word 


For that of yoann Fa Word. 


l Bi thou arr fire, ſacred and hallow'd firez 
Nl And 1 but carth and :ſbould I preſume 

| Loearky oy 
IM ume, 

| Lam boch foul and brittle; much unfic 

To dealin boly Writ, 


a 
" , " . 


Yet have I often ſeen, by — — 
And force of fire, what curious _ made 
Of wretched earth, Where ance I ſcorn'd to ſtand, 
That earth is fitted by the fire and rrade 
Of $kilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 

Who make the braveſt ſhows. 


But fince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſogrear, 
Come from cab enr ys whence thoſe vellels come 
So that at once both feeder, diſh, and macat 
Have one beginning and one finall ſumme: 
I do not greatly wonder at the fight, 

If earth in delight. 


But th! holy men of Godſuch veſſels are, 

As ſerve him up, who all the world commands: 

When God vouchſafeth to become our fare, | 
Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands, |} 
O what pure things, moſt pure muſt thoſe things be, | 


Who bring my God'to me? 


To hold the Ark, although it ſeem to ſhake 
th' old finnes and new doftrines of our 
Onely, fince God doth often veſſels make 
Of lowly matter for high uſes meer, 
I throw me at his feer, 


. : 

Therefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand | 
| 

| 


There will I lie, untill my Maker ſeek 

For ſome mean ſtuffe wherecn to ſhow his $kill: 

Then is my time. The diſtance of the meck 

Doth flatter power. Leſt good come ſhort of ill 

In praiſing might, the poore do by ſubmuſſion 
What pride by oppofiion. 


q The 
[| 
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4 The Search. 
Hither, O, whither art thou fied, 
My Lord, my Love? 
—— 
ll Yer never prove. 


ct __— herbs below 


and gay; 
|| PE as 
| * While I decay. 


{Yer can I mark how ſtarres above 


U/3 ſent a figh to ſeek thee our, 
drawn in pain, 
ing'd like an arrow: but my ſcout 

| Rerurns in vain. 


{7 un'd norher ( haming tore) 


| Becaulc che ſcarch — before: 
[| But all was one. 


If. Lord, doft thou forme new fabrick mold 
j And the peg : 
| wha mo tals Lancs? 


d. 137 
Where is my God? what hidden place 
77 Conccals thee &ill 
What covert dare eclipſe thy face ? 
Is it thy will? 


O let noc that of any thing: 
Ler rather brafie, 


Or ſteel, mount hy rag 


Thy will ——— 


flerh thought: 

Toir all frengek, all Rbulkie 

Are things of nought. 
Thy will ſuch a ſtrange diſtance is, 

As that ro it 
Eaſt and Weſt touch, the poles do kite, 

And parallels racer, 
mmm muſt be as large, 


Thy diſtance from me; me ſeem charge 


3 lee my 
Otake theſe barres, theſe —_— —»— 4 


Turn, 


Be not Almighnie; let me ſay 
R__ but for me. 


When thou doſt warn, and wilt be neare; 
What edge ſo keen, 


A — are 


So doth thy neareneſſe bear the bell, 
Making tyyo one, 


q Grief. 
Oy me tears? Come all ye (pri 


Dwell in my head and eyes: come clouds, & rain: 


My gricf hath need of all the watry $, 

— {on hath 'd. Let - 

Suck up a river to IS: 

weeping eyes t00 ie for me, 

Uk Ly eeandaie, ner ſupplies 

To bear them our, and with my ſtate agrec. 

What are two ſhallow foords, two little pours 
is but (mall, 
griefs and doubts, 


Verſes, ye are too fine a thing, too wile 

For my rough ſorrows: ceaſe, be dumbe and mute; 

Give op Farr ER emnnng 6s mine cyCsy 

And keep your meaſures for lovers lute, 

Whole grief allows him muſick and a ryme: 

For mine excludes both-meaſure, tune, and time. 
WV. Alas, my .God! 


C The Croſle. 


: Vat is this range and uncouth thing? 
To make me ſigh, and ſeek, and faint, and die, 
Until I had ſome place, where I might fling, 

pntant + — 7a ee I, 


Bur all my wealth and familie combine 
To ſer thy honour up, as our . 


oY 


One ague dwelleth in my bones, 

Another in my ſoul ( the memorie 

hes Irecuki do for thee, ence my granes 
Could be allow'd for harmonic ) 

I amin all a weak diſabled thi 

Saxe in the ſight thereof, where doth ſting, 
Befides, thi 

Ev'n when my will e thy renown: 

Thou turneſt th' edge of all things on me ſtill, 
Taking me up to throw me down: 

So thar, ey'n when my hopes ſeem to be ſped, 


Jam to grief alive, to them as dead. 


To have my aim, and yet to be 
Farther from it then when I bent my bow; 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fee 

Of all my woes another wo, 
' Is in the midſt of delicates to need, 

And ev'nin Paradiſe to be a weed. 


Ah my deare Father, caſe my ſmart ! 
Theſe conrarieties cruſh me: theſe crofſe ations 
Do winde a rope abour, and cut my heart: 

And yet fince theſe thy contraditions 
Are y a croſle felt by thy ſonne, | 
With bur foure words, my words, Thy will be deve. 


$ The 


4 The Flower. 


Fw freſh, O Lord, how frveer and clean 
__ ey'n as the flow'rs in ſpring; 
bw demean, 
The late-paſt froſts tribures of pleaſure bri 
Fiche aney 
Like ſnovv in May, 
As if there were no ſuch cold rhing. 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'd bear. 
Could have recover'd greenneflc ? ——_ 
Quite under ground, as flow'rs 
. To ſee theis mother-root, when they have _ 5 
Where they together 
\ All the hard weather, 


Dead ip the world, keep houſe uaknomn. 


Theſe are chy wonders, Lord of power, 


Ki and down to _ 
= Sy — 


Making a chiming of a paſſing-bell, 
We ſay amiſle, 
This or that 1s; 


Thy word is all, if we could ſpell. 


a changing were, 
LS convatet 


ng-ſhovvre 
——= ; 


But while 1 in he line, 
Still upwards hen 2s if ———— mine own, 
Thy er comcs, and 1 decline: 
Wit froit to that? what 1s not the zane, 
Where all burn, 
When thou doſt turn, 
And the leaſt frown of thunc is ſhown? 


And now in age I bud , 
After ſo many ws 4 I live Fr 3 
I once more ſmell the devy and rain, 
And rcluh verſing. O my onely light, 
It cannot be 
That 1 ami he 
On whom thy tempeſts fell all night. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, 
To make us (ce we are but flow'rs that glide: 
Which when vc once can finde and prove, 


Thou haſt a garden for us, where to bide. 
Who would be more, 
; Swe n2 throuzh ore, 
Forfeit their Paradiſe by the:r pride. 


OD IIEOxD—o<— eo wo 


I — — _— — ——— - —— 


Dotage. 

Alſe glozing otkares, = of haypineſle, 

Foolith night- fires, womens and ctuldrens wiſhes 
Chaſes in Arras, guilded empuneft*, | 
Shadows well moynted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lyes, nothing bervveen rwo diſhes; 

Thele are the pleaſures here. 

True earneſt ſorrows, roowed _—_— 
Anguith in grain, vexations ovn, 
Sure-footed griefs, ſolid a 
Plain demonſtrations, evident and cleare, 


Fetching theis proofs ev'nfrom the very bones 
"Theſe ace the focroms heres Bur 
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But oh the folly of diſtrafted men, 

Who griets in earneſt, joyes in jeſt pur 
Preferring, like brute beafts, a Lov ani red 
Before a court, ey'n that above ſo cleare, 
Where are no ſorrows, but delights more true, 
| miſeries are here ! 


C1 The Sonne. 


Er forrain nations of their language boaſt, 
| tine vanievie each tongue aftords: 
I like our ey as our men and coaſt: 
Who — it well, _ wit, not Words. 
—_ _— 0 ve one onely name 
Moe = ſunnes bei t ——_ 

A fonne is t and fruit; a fru: 

dimneſle, carri'd = 


From TE O—_— Eaſt, to freſh and new 
$ Weſtern diſcov'ries of poſteritie. 
So in one word our Lords humilitic 
We turn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 
For what Chriſt once in humbleneſlc began, 
We him in glorie call, The Sonne of Man. 


_—_—_cA 


L T— 


Wy Yer ſlight not theſe fevy words : 

It ſaid, they may take 

/ the belt in _— 

The finenefle which a hymne or pſalme affords, 
Is, when the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


He who craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and ſtrength, and time, 
If the words onely ryme, 
Juſtly complains, that ſomewhat is behinde 
To make hus verſe, or write a hymane in kinde. 


Whereas if th'heart be moved, 
Alrhough the verſe be ſomewhat ſcant, 
God doth ſupply the want. 
As when th'hear: ſayes (tighing to be approved ) 
O, could I bve | and ſtopsz God wrueth, Loved. 
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T -The Anſwer. 


MY comforts drop and melt away like ſnow: 
I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends 
Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and flow 
Like leaves about me, or like ſummer friends, 
Flyes of cſtares and ſunne-ſhine. But to all, 
Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking, 
But in my proſecutions ſlack and ſmall z 
As a young exhalation, newly waking, 
— firſt _—_— dirt, and —_—__ 
cooling b way, $ purſie and , 

And fedding ea oder, IH live and dic 
In that ſtate of tears: to all, that ſo 

Shovy me, and ſer me,1I have one reply, 
Which they that know the reſt, knovy more then I, 


The Church. 


« A Dialogue-Antheme. 
Chriftian, Death. 


Chr. Am poore Death! where is thy glorie? 
Where is thy famous force,thy ancient iting? 


| Dea. Alas poore morrall, void of farie! 

| Go ſpell and reade bow | have kill d thy Xing, 
Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby ? 

Thy curſe being laid on h1m,makes thee accurſt, 


Dea. Let loſers talk: yet thou ſhalt die ; (worſt. 
Theſe ares ſball cruſh thee. Chr Spare nor ,do thy 
I be one day berter then before: 
Thou {o much worſe,that thou ſhalt be no more. 


q The Water-courſe. 


Hou who doſt dwell and linger here below, 

_ condition of this world 15 frai), 
Where planes affli ons ſooneſt ; 
of ceckio comtllnewas 


For who can look for lefle, that loverh $ Lie? 


But rather turn rhe pipe, and waters courſe 

j T 0 (erve thy finnes, and furniſh thee with tore 

Of ſoy raigne tears, ſpringing from truc remorie: 
Thar ſo in purenefſe thou mayſt him adore, 

| Who gives to man, as he ſees fir, — 


« Sclt. 


The Charch, 


«| Self-condemnation. 


'T Hoo who condemneſt Jewiſhhate, 
For Barabbas a marderer 
ore the Lord of glorie; 
Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
Call home thine eye ( that buſie wanderer) 
That choice may be thy Rorie. 


He that doth love, and love amiſſc 
This worlds delights before true Chriſtian joy, 
Hath made a Jewiſh choice: 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thouſands of ſouls it hath and dorh deſtroy 
With her enchanting voice. 


He thac hath made a forrie wedding 
Beryveen his (oul and gold, and hath preferr'd 
Fal(c gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemnes in reading; 
For he hath ſold for money his deare Lord, 
And is a Judas-Jew. 
Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 
And judge our ſelves. That light, which fin & paſſion 
Did before dimme and choke, 
When once thoſe fnuffes are ta'hne avvay, 
Shines bright and deare, ev'n unto condemnation, 
Wirhout excuſe or cloke. 


ah tl. _ 


« Bitter-ſ{weet. 
H my deare angrie Lord! 
ot 


Since thou doſt love, yer ſtrike; 
Caſt down, yet help afford; 
Sure I will do the hike. 


i: 
Perc 
Y 


$ The Glance. 


VW Hen firſt thy ſiwveer and gracious eye 
Vouchſaf'd ev'n in the midſt of y and night 
Tolook an 

in 


Pallig tl cenk wn Jrtvre 
made by any arr, 


| PG — __ — 


, And take it in, 


Since a atm ſtorm 
My ſoul hach felt, ev'n able to deſtroy, 
Had the malicious and ill harm 
His ring and ſay : 
ns 
ger dd ork iti my ſoul, 
;ken he ——— 


The Church. 


$ The 23 Pſalme. 


He God of lovermy ſhepherd is 

AY hte tne er. 

While he is mine, and Iam his, 
What can I want or need? 


He leads me to the tender grafle, 
Where I both feed and reſt; 

Then to the ſtreams II 
In both I have the beſt. 


Or if I tray, he doth convert 

And bei my minde in frame: 
And all this not for my deſert, 

Bur for his holy name, 


Yea, in deaths ſhadie black abode 
Well I walk, not fear: 

For thou art with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy ſtaffe to bear. 


Nay, thou doſt make me fit and dine, 
Ev'n in my enemies ſight: 

My head with oyl, my cup with wine 
Runnes over day and night. 


Surely thy ſweet and wondrous love 
Shall mcaſure all my dayes : 
And asit never ſhall remove, 


'So neither ſhall my praiſe, 


tis. 
_ 2 A © — Ay, OO II 


i168 The Church. 
q Maie Magdalene. 


Vis bleficd Marie _ her Saviours feer, 
Whoſe trampled on defore 
And wore _ on her head, ) 


evermore 
With penſive humblenefle would live and tread: 


She being ſtain'd her (clf, why did ſhe ſtrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defi d? 
Why ſhe not het tears for her own faults, 
not his feer? Though we could dive 
In tears like ſeas, our finncs ave pil'd 
Deeper then they, in words, and works, and thoughts, 


Deare ſoul, ſh: kneyy who did vouchfafe and deigne 
To bear her filth; and that her fiomes did daſh 
Ev'n God himſelf : wherefore ſhe was not loth, 
As ſhe had brought wherewith ro ſtain, 
So to bring in whereverith ro waſh: 
And yet un waſhing one ,ſhe waſhed both. 


q Aaron. 


H Olinefle on the hcad, 
Light and Hions'on the breaft, 
Harmonious below, raiſing the dead 
To leade thera wmo life and reſt : 
Thus are true Aarons dreſt. 


Profaneneſſe in my head, 
OT is __ 
A noiſc of paſſions ringing me for dea 
Odo apiece whe 220 ref: 
Poore prieſt thus am I drett. 
| Cnely 


e) 


hts. 


Another muſick, making 
Wichout whom I could haveno reſt: 
In him I1 am well dreft. | 


Chriſt is head, 
My ona 
My oacty muſick, ſtriking me eyn dead; 
That to the old tnan 1 may teſt, 
——_— 


So 


PerfeRt and h imp 
_— —_— 
me we Ts reſt) 
Come people; Aaron's decft, 


" mm ————————— _—_—_ 


& The Odour, 2. Cor-2. 
pon fcty dom ag Maſe ſound! My Maſterl 
leaves a rich ſent 


Unto the tafter: 
So do theſe words a fweet content, 


An oriencall fragranie, My Maſter. 


With theſe all oy Ido mans oro th 
into them g 


I might finde 
ks Thee Ten nde 
This bragh of fmells,chat feeds and fars my minde. 


full I fpeakt O thatto thee 
he * mob 
As fleſh may bez 


That theſe two words might creep & 
To ts Pn one FIRED 


(2170 be Chu 
Then ſhould the Pomander, which was before 
A ſpeaking ſreer, mend by refle@on, 
And tell me more: 
For of my imperfeQion 
Would _— it homage: before, 


For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweet, 
Andev'n in my unworthineſle pleaſng, 
: Shall call and meer, 


ervant, as thee not diſpleaſing, 
Thar all? for the breathing of the ſweet. 


This breathing would with gains by ſweerning me 
| (As ſweer things traffick when they mcet) 


Return to thee. 


# 
. 


And fo this new commerce and [weet 
Should all my life employ, and buſie me. 


i 


—— 


« ll The Foil. 


W < Jr we could (ce below 
T re of yertue, and cach ſhining grace 
Po lainly as that above tak 
This yere the benter skie, the brighter place, 


God hath miade ſtarres the foil 
To ſer off yertves ; griets to ſer off linning; 
Yer in thus wretched world we toil, 
As if gnef were not foul,nor vertue winrung, 


_ 


ME 


| CT The Forerunners. 
Fr harbi are come. Sce,ſce their mark; 
Whare is their colour,and beho}d my head. 
Buc muſt they have my brain? muſt they diſpark 
Thoſc ipirkling notions, which therein were bred? 


: Muſt dulnefie rucn me to a clod ? . 
Yer have they left me, Thou art fill my God. 


[==] > {4 © had 
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Charch, 171 


Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 

Ev'n all my heartand what is there: 

I paſſe nor, _—_ —— _ 

So Thou art out ar. 
Ley ſed with that dittie, 


Farewell (weer phraſes, lovel —_— 
Denily home det whmnye fore 

Of ſtews and brothels onely knew the doores, 

Then did I waſh you with my tears,and more, 

© Brought you to Church well dreſt and clad; 
) | My God muſt have my beſt, cv'nall I had, 


Lovely enchant » (ugar=cane, 

—_ roſes, wilcher t thou the? 

—9 Hath ſome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane ? 

And wilt thou leave the Churchand love a ſtie? 
Fie, thou wilt ſoil thy broider'd coat, 

And hurt thy (elf, and him thar fings the note. 


Let fooliſh lovers, if they will love dung, 

*% | With rrafnery with arras clothe their thame: 

Let follie in her oven native tongue. 

True beautic dyells on high: ours 1s a flame 
But borrow'd thence to light us thvther, 

Beaurie and beautcous words thould go together. 


Yer if you go, I paſſe nor; take your way: 
For, Thou art ſtill my God, is all that ye 
Perhips with more embelliſhment can (ay, 
Go burds of ſpring; let winter have his tee; 
Ler a bleak paleneſſe chalk the doore, 
+ EF Soal wtha bc h then before, 
; hn H 2 : q The 


5s ow 


The Charch. 
« The Roſe. 
Reſle me not to take more pleaſure 
In this world of ſugred hes, 


And to uſe alarger meaſure 
| Then my tri, yer welcome ſize, 


_—_ pleafure here: 
| indeed there are, 


Or if ſuch deceirs there be, 
Such 1 meant to lay; 


If thenall that yrorldungs prize 
- +a 

} Sweetly indecd it lics, 

| But it biteth in the claſe. 


So this flow'r doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyes to be a ſcourge: 


2 a 


Ml »> Www wv i, 
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The Chatch. 
But I health, nor phyſick chooſe: 

Onely though 1 you oppoſe, 
Say thar fairly 1 71 
For my anſwer is a pole. 
om— —_— —_ 
e Diſcipline. 


away thy rod, 


For my hearts defire 

Unto thine is bent: 

I aſpire 

To a full conſent; 4 


Not a word or look | 
I at&t to own, 


And thy book alone. 


For with love 
Stonic hearts will bleed. 
is (rift of foot; 
's 3 man of warre, 

And can ſhoot, 
adcan hit from fage, © 
x $3 9H H-3 


©74 The Church. 
Who can ſcape his bow? c 
That which on thee, 


The Invitation. 
Ome ye hither all, whoſe taſte 
+ ow waſte; 

Save your coſt,and mend your fare. 


Gcd 1s here rs end dren. | 


God, in whom all dainnies are. 
Come ye hither al}, whom wine 


| Doth define, 
Naming you not to your good: 
Weep what ye have drunk miſle, iy; 
And drink this, ; 


Vhich before ye drink is bloud. 
Come ye hither all, whom pain 
__— _ arragne, 
Bringing all your finnes to fight: 
Taſte and fcar not; God 15 va 
$1 


- The Church, 


ome ye hither all, whoſe love 
Is your dove, » 
ind cxalts youto the $kie: 
Here 15 love,which having breath 
Ev'n m th, 
er death can never die. 


Lord, I have invited all , 

And I ſhall 

Srill invice,ſtill call ro thee: 

For it ſeems but juſt and righr 
In my fight, 

is all, there all ſhould be. 


4 The Banquet, 
Elcome ſweet and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome deare 
Vih me , in me, live and dwell: 
For thy neaineſle pifieth ft, 
Thy cclight 
Paſſeth rongue to taſte or tell, 


what fweetneſſe from the bowl 
Fils my ſoul, 
Such 2s is, and makes divine! 
I; ſome ſtarre (fled from the ſphere) 
Melted > 
$ we ſugar melt in wine? 


Or hath ſweetneſfle in the bread 
Made 2 head 
o ſubdue the ſmell of Gane? 


Flow'rs,and es,and ivi 
_———_—_— 


. _ Doubr- 


God took bloud,and needs would be 


Spilt with me, , 


And fo found me on the groupd. . 


Having rais'I meto loak up, 
In a 


« The Poſie. 


Et wits — 
And with theur words and pofies windows fill: 
Leſſe ſethentbe 


Of all thy mercies, 1s my polie 
by This on my ri 
This by my piQturezjn my book Twwrite: 
*" Whether ] 
Or (ay, or dictate, this is my delizhe., 


Invention reſt, 
Compariſons go 35 yok uſe thy will: 


of al Gui wrt, wn pole 


q A Parodie. 
ns” L7" = 
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178 The Church. 


O what a and ſhade 
er 


No ftormue 
Can ſo affli& or ſo -———_ 


| As hy ecliped light 


Ab Lord! do not withdrave, 
Leſt want of avy 


Make Sinne appeare; 
And when thou doſt but ſhine lefle cleare, 
Say, that thou art not here, 


And then what life I have, 
While Sinne doth rave, 
And _— 
'F hat | may ſeek, but loſt; 
Thou and alane thou '&. 


That Sinne ſayes true:bur while I grieve, 


« The Elixer. 
Tn God and Ki 
wr In all things ther ee, 

And tIdoin thing , 
| Se hee: 
Not rudely, as a beaſt, 
Torunne mto an aRion; 
Bat {ll ro make thee prepoſieſt, 
” A&ndygive it his perfeQion, 


# 


In WW MPBAaAIG IDC WH 


The Church.” 179 
A manthat looks on glaſſe, 
_— It r= ſtay his 4 
through it 
P then the heav'n eſpie. 


All may of thee partake: 
Nothing can be {o mean, 
Which with has tinRure (for thy ſake) 

Will not groy bright and clean. 


A ſervant with this clauſe 
Makes eric divine. 

Who ſweeps a room, as for thy laws, 
Makes that and th' aQtion fire. 


This is the famous tone 
That turneth 23ll to gold: 2; 

For that which God doth touch and own 
Cannot for leſlie be told. 


A Wreath, 


ry rland of deſerved praiſe, 
_ | Car pore I gives » ff 
T give - be knoweſt all my waycs, 

My crooked winding w whercin 1 live, 

Wherein I cies | Gor life's firaight, © ' \ 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee, 

To thee,yvho art more farre above deceit, . 
Then deceit ſeems above fimplicitie. 

Give me ſimplicite,that I may live, 

So live and I ey bo know thy vw? An dor p4 
Know them and 1 give 
Fox ihus poore icab gen thee #cromn of praiſe. 


F. 


: o = *. 


qT Death. 


DR uncouth hideous thing, . 


Notuag but bones, 


———_ —_—— _ 
s » 

Aer thelofſe of life and feake, 

Fleſh being. ruca'd roduſt;and bones:to ſticks, 


We lookt on this fide of thee, ſhooting ſhorty 
Where we did finde 
The ſhells of left behinde, 


Dy dull kich Gd no, bur may exaort. 
Bux En oopmiimeiing 


face, 
Thou 2rt grown rad full of grace, 
RY 


Much in 


£A a «A dt ST”. AT. 


Lol. = zz 


Simmoa all the duſt to riſe, 
Till it ſtirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one whuſpring, Liveyos hrather ? 


SERER_ .| 
And in them may drown a friend: 


| Thou Echo, thou art mortall, Wk. 
Echo. 


19 | The Church. 
| A Laighr) Cn 
'A Judge pronerancke bong 
Able a heart of iron to » 
thou ſhalr call * 
For ev ry mans peculiar book? - 


What others mean todo, I know not well: 
Yet] heare tell, 


That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So void of finne, 


T hat they in merit ſhall excell. 


Rut I reſolve, when thou ſhalt call for mine, 
Thar to decline, 


Agd thruſt a teſtament into thy hand; 
ER ho facet 


ww 


th. 


L — 


i 


Heaven. 
Who will ſhoyy me thoſe $—_—_ 


No. 
Wert thou not born the trees and leave? 


Legves 
And are there any leaves, that fill abide ? 
Echo. Bide. 
What leaves are they? _—_— matter yholly, 
Holy. 
os he ONS Gen of dE ” 
Ter. 
"+ a 


Light 


The Church. 
Light tothe minde: what ſhall the will enjoy? 
Echo. . 
But are there cares and bufinefle eric the! Foalre? 
he, joy, and leiſure; bor tha chey pererec 
Light, joy ; they j_ 


c— I rrrm—_ 
q Love. 


Ove bade me welcome: yer my ſoul drevy back, 
Guilte ofduſt and finne. 
Bur quick-cy'd Love, —_—__— ſlack 
From my firit entrance in, 


— , 
If 1 lack'd any thing, 


A , I anſywer'd, werthy to be here: 
_=_ | — —_.. 
I the unkmde, ungratefull? Ah , , 
"RIA "i {ext look onthes 
_ | 
"" Who made nt x 


Truth Lord, but T have marr'd them: let my ſhame 
Go where it doth deſerve. 


y 
You maſt fit down, ſayes Love, and taſte my meat: 
So Idid fic and cat. 


FITS 


Glorie be to God on high, and oncarth 
_  ecce, good will towards mes. .. © 


- > oo ws 


; well cur underſtanding oh. 
here th' Ark &d red; there Abradam began 
Bo ang Cut che ld region. ©. i 

bope in vain - 
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T vrſk ſhe where they did x 
0 came, they 
ot — bur novy of love. 


rink qt on 
C 1prulme tO uce 
For thi mids, ings of higheſt uſe. 
Htw deare to me, 0 God, thy counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare? 
Religion thence fied into Greece, where arts 
Gayc her the higheſt place in all'mens hearts. 
Learning was p2s'd, Philoſophue veas ſet, 
hiſters raken in a fiſhers ner. 
Plato and 77 were at a lofle, 
And wheetd about again to ſpell Cbriff-Croft. 


Prayers chas'd ſyllogi{mes into their den, 
And E: | 


F.3 The Church Militant” 


> mx 
nce, not oO . 
Quirring his ſpear, leſt ir ſhould | 55a 
Leer ras WR on wary 
to 2 , 
Giving new md mbers ro the yeare. 
But th' Empire dyelt in Greece, to comfort thent 
| Who were cur ſhortin Alexanders ficmme. 
In both of theſe Proyefiie and Arts did rame 
And rune menghearts againſt the Goſpel came: 
Which uſing, and not fearing $kill in th' one, 
{ Or ſtrengthinth' other, did ere& her throne, 
{ Many a rent and ſtruggling th' Empire knew, 
(Az dying things are wont) untill it flew 
+ Arlength ro Germanie, ftill weſtward bending, 
| And there the Churches feſtvall attending: + 
That as before Empire and Arts made way, 
(For no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they) 
So they might ſtill, and point us out the place : 
f Where iflhe Chun cal her dovncat face? 
\ grounds, Art makes a garden 5 
Then ſhores Religion, and makes all to bear, 
__—— ſhar'd with Germanie, 
ut in higher vietorie; 
Giriagthe Church s crown to keep her ſtire, 
And not go lefſ: then ſhe had done of late. 
nfs ——_— line meant this of old, 
id this myſteric and fold 
Within a ſheer of | > + qantqat 
From times ecaicle,and hicher ſents 
[Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran 
Jew ae Y _ 
ro me, God, arc 
| = fs with thee compare? 
xh about one and the ſame time and place, 
oth yehere and when the Charch began her race, 


The Church Militant; 


Sinne did ſer out of Eaſtern Babylon, 
And trayell'd weſtward alſo: ing on 
He chid  -dp—_—_ | — —_ 
, name. 

Ac firſt ol ,undddion 
Gardens © ayvauch ev'ry yeare did grow, 
Freſh nd Ge dee, They were at oem coll 
Who for agod clearely a loſt, 
Ah! what a thing is mau deyoid of grace, 
Adoring garlick with an humble face, 
Begging his food of that which he may ear, - 

the whule he worthippeth hus meat! 
Who makes a root his god, how low 1s he, 
If God and man be ſever'd infinitely! 
What wretchednefi: can give him any room, - 
mw Fe. 1s _—_ 

one Wi ve this now, 

In us the ſame nee 
Thus Sinne in Egypt (neaked for « whule; 
His highcſ was an ox'or crocodile, 
And ſuch poore game. Thence he to Greece doth paſſe, 
And being craftier much then goodneſlce was, 
He left behinde him girriſons of finaes, 
To make good that whichev'ry day he winnes. 
Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed 
Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed: 
He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 
As well what ſhould befall, as whar befell. 
Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 
His pills of ſublmate in that conſerve. 
The world came both with hands and purſes full 
To this great lotrerie, and all yyould 
Bur all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 
Where ſome poore truths were ſhuffled for a bait 
To credit him,and 1o diſcredit thoſe 
Who after him ſhould braver truths diſcloſe, 


| The Charch Militant, 
From Greece he went to Rome: and 2s before 
He was a God,now he's an | rr 
—_——  —— bravely yon 
Pur him in truſt the Romane (; 

Glorie was his chief inſtrumenr of 


Sing Og mnrphnnce 


ng = rnb 
So trimme, as Greece and Egypr? yer the rs (A 


Are over, for their curious arts, Le 
Touch Mahomeman ſtupiditics, Ar 
As the old heathen would deem prodigics, W 
Haw dear 9 me,0 God th cvtfl re W 
compare _ 

Oudy the Web and Rue dokep heme B 
From this infidclirie. In 


And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, - 
As Rome will one day finde anto her coſt, 
Sinne not able to extirpare quite 

The here, bravely reſolv'd one night 
Tobea —— — and wear a Mitre: 
The old debauched ruthan would turn writer 


Mn tore 
Was 2 *= y 
he lent a corner of y 
| ArSane in Gree 

inold Rowe 
Sono 


ns 


THOSE 7 


- 


Tv" - IS ” — 8g +. 
The rather ſince his ſcarter'd 

United novy in one both time and (1 
From Egypt he took pertie deities, 
From ce oracular infallibilizies, 
And from old Rome the libertic of pleaſure, 

By free di of rhe Churches treaſure. | 
in | of his ancicnt throne 


. 


From all theſe places, bur ar Livers times, 

He took fine vizardsto conceal his crimes: 

From Egypt Anchoriſme and retireeneſſe, 
Learning trom Greece,from old Rome ftatelinefſcy 
And blending theſe he carri'd all mens eyes, 

While _ far by, 11 —_— — | | 
Where pace, '40 
ara ws ela Fry ivace the Jews; 
Bur did bewitch,1nd finely work nation | 
Into 4 voluntarie tranſmigration. ; 

All poſte to Rome: Vrinces ſubmit their necks 

Either © his publick foor or private tricks, 

It did not fit his gravitie to flirre, 

Nor his long joorney,ne -— -——— 


Therefore he ſent our abte 
Seateſmen within, yyichour doores clorfterers: 
Who withour ſpear, or ſword, or other drumme 
her war apron my + _— 
And having conquer'd , did ſo 
That the whole frnehd it ren fn 
As new and old Rowe did one ; 
So both rogerher are one ; 
Yer with wo facts, as their Janne was 
Being in this their ck crackr Tooki 
———_————— ire! | 
Whom y with theecompare? © --< * 


mule. | 


Babylon, 


The partern, 
So though 
Te Temple 
Thee rauten avver durſ 
C with ancient times and purer yearesz 
eys and us deſerverh tears. 
yeare decreaſe and fade; 


of malice, and client 
bane) ſhall ll our cup 
make our meaſure up: 

and the Thames 
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